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To the moſt Excellent and moſt Illuſtrious 
PRINCESS. 


A N N E, 


Dutcheſs of Monmouth and Bucclugh, 
Wife to the moſt IIluſtrious and 
High-born Prince A M E S 
Duke of Monmouth, . 


May it pleaſe your Gras, 

HE Favour which Heroick Plays 
be lately found” upon our Thea- 
1. ters, has been wholly derivd to 
dem from the Countenance and 


] 
i 


ESSE Approbation they have receiv'd at 

Court. The . moſt ' Eminent Per- 
ſons for Wit and Honour in the Royal Circle 
having” ſo far owned them, that they have judg'd 
Vor. I. L 3 no 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
no way ſo fit as Verſe to entertain a Noble Au- 
dience, or to expreſs a noble Paſſion. And a- 
mongſt the reſt which have been writtten in this 
kind, they have been ſo indulgent to this Poem, 
as to allow it no inconſiderable Place. Since, 
therefore, to the Court I owe its Fortune on the 
Stage; ſo, being now more publickly expos'd in 
Print, I humbly recommend it to your Grace's 
Protection, who by all knowing Perſons are 
eſteem'd a principal Ornament of the Court. But 
though the Rank which you hold in the Royal 
Family, might direct the Eyes of a Poet to you, 
yet your Beauty and Goodneſs , detain and fix 
them. High Objects, tis true, attract the Sight; 
but it looks up with pain on Craggy Rocks and 
Barren Mountains, and continues not intent on 
any Object, which is wanting in Shades and 
Greens to entertain it. Beauty, in Courts, is ſo 
neceſſary to the Voung, that thoſe who are with- 
out it, ſeem to be there to no other purpoſe than 
to wait on the Triumphs of the Fair; to attend 
their Motions in obſcurity, as the Moon and 
Stars do the Sun by Day: Or, at belt, to be the 
Refuge of thoſe Hearts which others have de- 
ſpis d; and, by the Unworthineſs of both, to give. 
and take a miſerable Comfort. But as needſul 
as Beauty is, Virtue and Honour are yet more: 
The Reign of it without their Support is unſaſe 
and ſhort, like that of Tyrants. Every Sun which 
looks on Beauty, waſtes it; and, when once it 
is decaying, the Repairs of Art are of as ſhort, 
Continuance, as the after Spring, when the Sun 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

js going further off. This, Madam, is its ordi- 
mry Fate; but yours which is accompanied by 
Virtue, is not ſubject to that common Deſtiny. 
Your Grace has not only a long time of Youth 
in which to flouriſh, but you have likewiſe found 
the way by an untainted Preſervation of your 
Honour, to make that periſhable Good more laſt- 
ing, And if Beauty, like Wines, could be pre- 
| ferv'd by being mix'd, and embodied with others 
of their own Natures, then your Grace's would 
be immortal, ſince no part of Zure can afford 
a Parallel to your Noble Lord, in - maſculine 
Beauty, and in Goodlineſs of Shape. To receive 
the Bleſſings and Prayers of Mankind, you need 
only to be ſeen : We are ready to con- 
dude that you are a Pair of Angels ſent below 
to make Virtue amiable in your Perſons, or to 
fit to Poets when they would pleaſantly inſtruct 
the Age, by drawing Goodneſs in the moſt per- 
fect and alluring Shape of Nature. But though. 
Beauty be the "Theme, on which Poets love to 
dwell, I muſt be forc'd to quit it as a private 
Praiſe, ſince you have deſerv'd thoſe which are 
more publick. For Goodneſs and Humanity, 
which ſhine in you, are Virtues which concern 
Mankind: And by a certain Kind of Intereſt all 
People agree in their Commendation, becauſe 
the Profit of them may extend to many. * Tis 
lo much your Inclination to do Good, that 
you ſtay not to be ask'd; which is an Approach 
ſe nigh the Deity, that human Nature is nct 
capable of a nearer, *Tis my Happineſs that I 
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The  Epiftle Dedicatory. | 
can teſtify this Virtue. of your Grace's by my 
own Experience; ſince I have ſo great an Aver- 
fon from ſoliciting Court-Favours, that I am 
ready to look on thoſe as very bold, who dare 


grow rich there without! Deſert. But I beg your 


Grace's Pardon for aſſuming this Virtue of Mo- 
deſty to my ſelf, which the Sequel of this Diſ- 
courſe will no way juſtify. For in this Addreſs 
J have already quitted the Character of a modeſt 
Man, by preſenting you this Poem as an Ac- 
knowledgment, which ftands' in need of your 
Protection; and which ought no more to be 
eſteem'd a Preſent, than it is accounted Bounty 
in the Poor, when they beſtow a Child on ſome 
wealthy Friend, who will better breed it up. 
Off: ſprings of this Nature are like to be fo nu- 
merous with me, that I muſt be forc'd to ſend 
ſome of them abroad; only this is like to be more 
fortunate than his Brothers, becauſe I have landed 
him on a Hoſpitable Shore. Under your Patro- 
nage Montezuma hopes he is more ſafe than in 
his Native Indies: And therefore comes to throw 
himſelf at your Grace's Feet; paying that Ho- 
mage to your Beauty, which he refus'd to the Vio- 
lence of his Conquerors. He begs only that 
when he ſhall relate his Sufferings, you will con- 
ſider him as an Indian Prince, and not expect any 


other Eloquence from his Simplicity, than what 


his Griefs have furniſſid him withal. His Story 
1s, perhaps, the greateſt, which was ever repre- 
ſented in a Poem of this Nature; (the Action of 
it including the Diſcovery and Conqueſt of a 
Tot New 
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New World. ) In it I have neither wholly fullowd 
the Truth of the Hiſtory, nor altogether left it: 
But have taken all the Libetty f a Poet, to add, 
alter, or diminiſh, as I thought might beſt con- 
duce to the Beautifying of -my Wark : It being 
not the Buſineſs of a Poet 2 repreſent Hiſtori- 
cal Truth, but Probability. But I am not to 
make the Juſtification of this Poem, which I 
wholly leave to your Grace's Mercy. Tis an 
irregular Piece, if compar'd with many of Cor- 
alles, and, if I may make a Judgment of it, 
written with more Flame than Art; in which it 
repreſents the Mind and Intentions of the Author, 
who is with much more' Zeal and Integrity, than 
Deſign and Artifice 


MADA M, 


Oatber 12, 
1667. 


Your Grace s mift Obedient 


and moft Obliged Servant, 


Jon DrvDEN. 
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D E F E N C E 


OF AN 


Eſſay of Dx AMA TIE Pos y, 
Being an Anſwer to the Preface of The Great 
Fawourite, or the Duke of Lerma. 


HE former Edition of the Indian Emperry 
Wbbeing full of Faults, which had eſcaped 
IT; BY the Printer, I have been willing to over. 
© War look this ſecond with more Care: and 
> Sn though I could not allow my ſelf fo much 
— Time as was neceſſary, yet by that little 
I have done, the Prefs is freed from ſome Errors which 
it had to anſwer for before. As for the more material 
Faults of writing, which are properly mine, though I ſee 
many of them, I want Leiſure to amend them. Tis 
enough for thoſe who make one Poem the Buſineſs of 
their Lives, to leave that correct: yet, excepting Virgil, 
I never met with any which was ſo in any Language. 
But while I was thus imploy'd about this Impreflion, 
there came to my Hands a new printed Play, called, The 
Great Favourite, or the Dake of Lerma. The Author of 
which, a noble and moſt ingenious Perſon, has done me 
the Favour to make ſome Obſervations and Animadver- 
ſions upon my Dramatick Effay. I muſt confeſs he might 
have better conſulted his Reputation, than by matching 
himſelf with ſo weak an Adverſary. But if his Honor 
be diminiſhed in the Choice of his Antagoniſt, it is ſufi- 
ciently recompens'd in the Election of his Cauſe : which 
being the weaker, in all Appearance, as combating the 


received Opinions of the beſt Ancient and 1 u- 
ors, 


% 


Defence of an Eſſay; &c. 


thors, will add to his Glory, if he overcome; and to the 
Opinion of his Generofity, if he be viſhed, fince he 


ingages at ſo great odds; and, ſo like a Cavaljer, under- 

es the Protection of the weaker Party. Ive only 
to fear on my own behalf, that ſo good a Caule as, mine 
may not ſufter by my ill Management, or weak Defence; 
yet I cannot in Honour but the Glove when tis of- 
ter'd me: though I am only a Champion by Succeſſion ; 
and no more able to defend the Right of 4r:ftorle and Ho- 
race,than an Infant Dimoci to maintain the Title of a King. 

For my own Concernment in the Controverſy, it 1s 
ſo fmall, that I can eaſily be contented to bedriven from 


a few Notions of Dramatick Poeſy; eſpecially by one, 
who has the Reputation of underſtanding all Things: and 


I might juſtly make that Excuſe for my yielding to him, 
which the Philoſopher made to the Emperor; why 
ſhou'd I offer to contend with him who is Maſter of 
more than twenty Legions of Arts and Sciences ? But I 
am forc'd to fight, _ therefore it will be no Shame to 
be overcome. 

Yet I am ſo much his Servant as not to meddle with 
any thing which does not concern me in his Preface : 


therefore I leave the good Senſe and other Excellencies 


of the firſt twenty Lines, to be conſider d by the Criticks. 
As for the Play of the Duke of Lerma, having ſo much 
alter'd and 451 9 it, as he has done, it can juſtly be- 
long to none but him. Indeed they mult be extream 1g- 
norant as well as envious, who would rob him of that 


Honour ; for IF ſee him putting in his Claim to it, 


even 5 Ws firſt two Lines. 4 
epulſe upon Repulſe, lite Naves thrown back 
That ſlide to hang upon obdurate Rocks. 


After this let Detraction do its worſt ; for if this be 


not his, it deſerves to be. For my Part I declare for di- 
ſtributive Juſtice, and from this and what follows he cer- 


tunly deſerves thoſe Advantages, which he acknowledges 


ta have received from the Opinion of ſober Men. 
In the next Place I muſt beg Leave to obſerye his great 
Addreſs in courting the Reader to his Party. For intend- 


ing to aſſault all Poets, both Ancient and Modern, he diſ- 
| covers 


Defence of an Eſſay 
covers not his whols Deſign at once, but ſeems only to 
aim at me, and attacks me on my weakeſt ſide, my De- 
fence * Gn 644 0 8 | 

To begin with me, he gives me the Compellation of 
The Author of a Dramatick Eſſay ; which . little Dif. 
courſe in Dialogue, for the moſt part borrowed from the 
Obſervations 4 therefore, that I may not be 
wanting to him in Civility, I return his Compliment 
by calling him The Author of” the Duke of Lerma. 

But (that I may paſs over his Salute) he takes notice of 
my great Pains. to prove Rhyme as natural in a ſerious 
Play, and more effectual than Blank Verſe. Thus indeed 
I *did ſtate the Queſtion ; but he tells me, 7 pur/ue that 
aobich I call Natural in à wrong Application: For tis not 
the Queſtion whether Rhyme or not Rhyme be beſi or mf 
natural 'for. a ſerious Subject, but avhat is neareſt the Na- 
ture of that it repreſents. | 2 

If I have formerly miſtaken the Queſtion, I muſt con- 
fels m e ſo far, as to ſay I continue ſtill in my 
Mi But he ought to have prov'd that I'miſtook it ; 
for *tis yet but gratis dium ; I ftill ſhall think I have 
gain'd my Point, if I can prove that Rhyme is beſt or 
moſt natural for a ſerious Subject. As for the Queſtion as 
he ſtates it, whether Rhyme be neareſt the Nature of 
what it repreſents, I wonder he ſhould think me ſo ridi- 
culous as to diſpute whether Proſe or Verſe be neareſt 
to, ordinary Converſation. : 

It ſtill remains for him to prove his Inference; that, 

ſince Verſe is granted to be more remote than Proſe from 
ordinary Converſation, therefore no ſerious Plays ought 
to be writ in Verſe: and when he clearly makes that 
good, I will acknowledge his Victory as abſolute as he 
can defire it. 

The Queſtion now is, which of us two has miſtaken 
it; and if it appear I have not, the World will ſuſpect 
what Gentleman that wat, who was allowed to ſpeak 
twice in Parliament, becauſe he had not yet ſpoken to the. 
Aueſtion; and perhaps conclude it to be the fame, who, 
as tis reported, maintain'd a Contradiction in termints, 
in the Face of three hundred Perſons. 1 


of Dramatiet Pocſy. 

But to return to Verſe, whether it be natural or not in 
Plays, is 2 Problem which is not demonſtrable of either 
(de : Tis enough for me that he acknowledges he had. 
rather read Verſe than Proſe: for if all the Enemies 
of Verſe will confeſs as much, I ſhall not need to prove. 
that it is natural. I am fatisfied if it cauſe Delight: ſor 
Delight is the chief, if not the only End of Poely ; In- 
{ru&tion can be admitted but in the ſecond Place, for 
Poeſy only inſtructs as it delights. *Tis true that to ĩmi- 
tate well is a Poet's Work; but to affect the Soul, and 
excite the Paſſions, and above all to move Admiration 
(which is the Delight of ſerious Plays) a bare Imitation 
will not ſerve. The Converſe therefore which. a Poet 
i to imitate, muſt be heighten'd with all the Arts and 
Ornaments of Poeſy ; and muſt be ſuch, as, ſtrictly con- 
fder'd, cou d never be ſuppoſed ſpoken by any without 
Premeditation. 

As for what he urges, that a Play will fill be Suppoſed 
to be a Compoſition of ſeveral Perſons ſpeaking extempore; 
and that good Verſes are the hardef (bing! which can. be 
imagin'd to be ſo ſpoken ; I muſt crave leave to diſſent 
from his Opinion, as to the former Part of it: For, if I. 
am not deceiv'd, a Play is ſuppos'd to be the Work of 
the Poet, imitating, or repreſenting the Converſation -of 
ſeveral Perſons : and this I think to be as clear, as he 
thinks the contrary. r 

But I will be bolder, and do not doubt to make.it good, 
though a Paradox, that one great Reaſon why Profe is 
not to be us'd in ſerious Plays, is becauſe it is too near 
the Nature of Converſe ; There may be too great a Like- . 
neſs; as the moſt ſkilful Painters affirm, that there may 
be too near a Reſemblance in a Picture: to take. eyery 
Lineament and Feature is not to make an excellent Piece, 
but to take ſo much only as will make a beautiful Re- 
ſemblance of the whole: and with an ingeniqus Flattery 
of Nature, to heighten the Beauties of, We, parts, and 
hide the Deformities of the reſt.” For ſo ſays orace,. | 

Ut piftura Poefis erit. Oe —— ——:‚ 
Hæc amat obſcurum, wult hec-ſub Iuce widens, . 
Judicis argutum que non formidat acumen.  _ 
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Deferat, trabare ien U, gage 
eſperat, tractata niteſcere peſſe, relinguit. | 
In Bartholomew Fair, or the loweſt kind of Comedy, 
that degree of Heightning is uſed, which is proper wy 
off that Subject: I is true the Author was not there to 
8 out of Proſe, as he does in his higher Arguments of 
omedy, The Fox and Alchymiſt ; yet he does ſo raiſe his 
Matter in that Proſe, as to render it delightful ; which 
he could never have performed, had he only ſaid or done 
thoſe very things that are daily ſpoken or practiſed in the 
Fair: for then the Fair it ſelf would be as full of Pleaſure 
to an ingenious Perſon as the Play ; which we manifeſtly 
ſee it is not. But he hath made an excellent Lazar of 
it ; the Copy is of Price, though the Original be vile, 
You ſee in Catiline and Sejanus, where the Argument is 
2 he ſometimes aſcends to Verſe, which ſhews he 
_— not unnatural in ſerious Plays: and had his Ge- 
nius as proper for Rhyme, as it was for Humour; 
or had the Age in which he liv'd, attain'd to as much 
Knowledge in Verſe as ours, tis probable he would have 
adorn'd thofe Subjects with that kind of Writing. 
Thus Proſe, — 1 the rightful Prince, yet is by com- 


mon Conſent depos'd, as too weak for the Government 
of ſerious Plays; and he failing, there now ftart up two 
Competitors ; one the nearer in Blood, which is Blank 
Verſe ; the other more fit for the Ends of Government, 
which is Rhyme. Blank Verſe is, indeed, the nearer 
Proſe, but he is blemiſh'd with the Weakneſs of his Pre- 
deceſſor. Rhyme {for I will deal clearly) has ſomewhat 
of the Uſurper in him, but he is brave, and generous, 
and his Dominion pleaſing. For this Reaſon of Delight 
the Ancients (whom I will ftill believe as wiſe as thoſe 
who ſo confidently correct them) wrote all their Trage- 
dies in Verſe, though they knew it moſt remote from. 


Converſation. - 
But I perceive I am falling into the Danger of another 
Rebuke from my t : For when I plead that the 


Antients uſed Verſe, I prove not that they would have 
admitted Rhyme, had it then been written: All I can ſay 
is only this, That it ſeems to have ſucceeded Verſe by 
the general Conſent of Poets in all Modern nb 


of Dramatick Poeſy, 


For almoſt all their ſerious Plays are written in it: which, 
tho) it be no Demonſtration therefore they ought 
o be ſo, yet at leaſt the Practice firſt, and then the Con- 
ingation of it, ' ſhews that it attain'd the End, which 


% 
” 


vas to pleaſe; and if that cannot be compaſs'd here, 1 
vill be the firſt who ſhall lay it down. For I confeſs 
ny chief Endeavours are to delight the Age in which 


[ live. If the Humour of this be for low Comedy, 
ſmall Accidents, and Raillery, I will force my Genius. to 


obey it, though with more Reputation I could write in ' 


Verſe. I know I am not fo fitted by Nature to write 
Comedy : I want that Gaiety of Humour which is requi- 
red to it. My Converſation is flow and dull, my Hu- 


mour Saturnine and reſery'd : In ſhort, I am none of 
thoſe who endeavour to break Jeſts in Company, or 


make Repartees. So that thoſe who decry my Come- 
dies, do me no Injury, except it be in point of Profit : 
Reputation in them is the laſt thing to which I ſhall 
tend. I beg Pardon for entertaining the Reader with fo 
ill a Subject; but before I quit that Argument, which 
was the Cauſe of this Digreſhon, I cannot but take No- 
tice how I am corrected for my Quotation of Seneca, in 
my Defence of Plays in Verſe. My Words are theſe : 
Our Language is Noble, Full and Significant, and I know 
rot why he who is Maſter of it, may not cloath ofdi 
things in it as decently as in the Latin, if he uſethe ſame 
Diligence in his Choice of Words. One would think Un- 
bk a Door was a 3 vulgar as could be ſpoken; yet 
deneca could make it found high and lofty in his Latin. 
* Reſerate clujos Regii poſtes Laris. 

But he ſays of me, That being f{Pd àbith the Precedent* 

if the Ancients avho aurit their Plays in Verſe, I commend tht 


thing, declaring our Language to be Full, Noble, and 


dignificant, and charging all Defedts upon the ill placing 
of Words, which 1 prove by quoting Seneca loftily ex- 
preſſing ſuch an ordinary thing as ſhutting a Door. 

Here he manifeſtly miſtakes ; for I ſpoke not of the Pla- 
ting, but of the Choice of Words; for which I quoted 
that Aphoriſm of Julius Ceſar, Delectus verborum eſ ori- 
jo eloquentie : But delectus verborum is no more Latin 
tor the Placing of Words, than Reſerate is Latin _ 

ut 


.S 


| Defence of an Eſſay 
ſhut the Door, as he 
conſtrued unlock or o | _ 

He ſuppoſes I was highly affected with the Sound of 
thoſe Words; and I ſuppale I may more. juſtly imagine 
it of him: For if he not been y ſatisfied 
with the Sound, he would have minded the Senſe a little 

Bur theſe; are now to be no Faults 3 for ten Days af- 
ter his Book: is publiſh'd, and that his Miſtakes are grown 


ſo famous, that they are come back to him, he ſends his 


Errata to be printed, and annexed to his Play, and de- 
fires. that inſtead ef HSutting you would read opening 
which it ſeems was the Printer's Fault. I wonder at 


his Modeſty, that he did not rather ſay it was Senecas 


or mine, and that in ſome Authors Reſerate was to ſhut 
as well as to open, as the Word Barach, ſay the Learned, 

is both to 6/e/s and curſe. 
Well, ſince it was the Printer, he was a naughty Man 
to commit the ſame Miſtake twice in ſix Lines: I war- 
rant you delectus verborum for Placing of Words was his 
Miſtake. too, though the Author forgot to tell him of it: 
If it were my Book, I aſſure you I ſhould. For thoſe 
Raſcals ought to be the Proxies of every Gentleman Au- 
thor, and to be chaſtis'd for him, when he is not pleas'd to 
own an Error. Yet ſince he has given the Errata, I wiſh 
he would have inlarg d them only a few Sheets more, and 
then he would have ſpar'd me the Labour of an Anſwer : 
For this curſed Printer is ſo given to Miſtakes, that there 
is ſcarce a Sentence in the Preface, without ſome falſe 
Grammar, or hard Senſe in it: which will all be charg d 
upon the Poet, becauſe: he is ſo good- natur d as to lay 
but three Errors to the Printer's Account, and to take the 
reſt upon himſelf, Who is better able to ſupport them. 
But he needs not -apprehend that I ſhould ſtrictly exa- 
mine thoſe little Faults, except I am calbd upon to do 
it: I ſhall return therefore to that Quotation of Seneca, 
and anſwer, not to what he writes; but to what he means. 
7 never intended it as an Argument, but only as an II- 
{tration of What I hed Gb before toncething the Ele- 
ion of Words; and all he can charge me with is any 
| 155 


interprets it, which I ignorantly 
i | 
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this, that if Seneca could make an ordinary thing ſound 
well in Latin by. the Choice of Words, the fame: with 
the like Care might be perform'd in Ei I it can- 
not, I have committed an Error on the right Hand, by 
commending too much the 'Copiouſneſs aud Well-foand./ 
ing of our guage, which I h my Country- men 
1 pardon me. At leaſt the Words which follow in my 
Dramatick Eſſay will plead ſomewhat in my Behalf ; for 
I'ay there, that this Objection happens but ſeldom in a 
Play, and then too either the Meanneſs of the Expreſſion 
may be avoided, or ſhut ont from the Verſe by break - 
ing it in the midit. | 

ut I have ſaid too much in the Defence of Verſe; for 
after all *tis a very indifferent thing to me, whether it 
obtain or not. I am content hereafter to be order'd by 
his Rule, that is, to write it ſometimes becauſe it pleaſes: 
me, and ſo much the rather, becauſe he has declared that 
it pleaſes him. But he has taken his laſt: Fareweb of the 
Muſes, and he has: done it civilly, by honouring them 
with the Name of his Jang: Acguaintances, which is a Com- 
pliment they have ſcarce deſery'd from him. For my 
own part I bear a Share in the publick - Loſs, and ho- 
emulous ſoeyer I may be of his Fame and Reputation, I 
cannot but give this Teſtimony of his Style, that it is ex- 
team poetical, even in Oratory ; his T ghts elevated 
ſometimes above common Apprehenſion; his Notions 
olitick and grave, and = * to the Inſtruction of 

ces, and Reformation of States; that they are a- 
bundantly interlac'd with Variety of Fancies, Tropes, and 
Figures, which the Criticks have enviouſly branded with 
tic Name of Obſcurity and falſe Grammar. 

Well he is now fetter d in Buſineſs of more unpleaſant. 
Nature: The Mules have loſt him, but the Common- 

th gains by it; The Corruption of a Poet is the 
Generation of a Stateſman. 

He will not venture again into the civil Wars Cenſure, 
ui — nulles habitura triumphos : If he had not told us' 
he had left the Muſes, we might have halt ſufpected it 
by that Word, bi, which does not any way belong to 
them in that Place; the reſt of the Ver@is indeed Lacan's, 
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but that «bz, I will anſwer for it, is his own. Yet 


las another Reaſon for this Diſguſt of Poeſie; for he — 


immediately after, that the Manner of Plays which are 
now in mo Eſteem, is beyond his Power to perform: to 
perform the Manner of a thing I confeſs is new Eg to 
me. Howewer, he condemns not the Satigfaction of others, 


but rather their unneceſſary Underſtanding, who, like San... 


elite; 


cho Panca's Doctor, 75 — too flriftly to our 
for, ſays he, in the ; Lada FA Tragedy and medy, 
and ꝙ Farce it ſelf, there can be zo Determination but by 
the Tafle, nor in the Manner of their Compoſure. 

We ſhall ſee him now as great a Critick as he was a 
Poet, and the Reaſon why he excell'd ſo much in Poetry 
will be evident, for it will appear to have proceeded 
from the Exactneſs of his Judgment. In the Difference 
5 Tragedy, Comedy, and Farce it /elf, there can be 10 

termination but by the Taſte. I will not quarrel with 
the Obſcurity of his Phraſe, though I juſtly might; but 
beg his Pardon if I do not rightly underſtand him: If 
he means that there is no eſſential Difference betwixt 
Comedy, Tragedy, and Farce, but what is only made by 
the People' „Falle, which diſtinguiſhes one of them from 
the other, that is ſo manifeſt an Error, that I need not 
loſe Time to contradict it. Were there neither Jud 


Taſte, nor Opinion in the World, yet they would dif- | 


fer in their Natures ; for the Action, Character, and Lan- 
ge of Tragedy, would ftill be great and high ; that of 
omedy lower and more familiar. Admiration would be 
the Delight of one, and Satyr of the other. | 
I have but briefly touch'd upon theſe Things, becauſe, 
whatever his Words are, I can ſcarce imagine, that he 
who is always concern d for the true Honour of Reaſon, and 
avould have no ſpurious Iſſue father d upon her, ſhould 
mean any thing ſo abſurd as to affirm, that there is no 
Difference betwixt Comedy and Tragedy but what js 
made 7 the Taſte only: Unleſs he would have us under- 
ſtand the Comedies of my Lord L. where the firſt Att 
ſhould be Pottages, the ſecond Fricaſſes, &c. and the 
Fifth a Chere Enticre of Women. 
I rather gueſs he means, that betwixt one 9 
. , rage 
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of Dramatick Poeſy. 
ſiagech and another, there is no other Difference but 
what is made by the liking or difliking of the Audience. 
This is indeed a leſs Error than the former, but yet it is 
z great one. The liking or diſliking of the People gives 
the Play the Denomination of or bad, but does not 
rally make or conſtitute it ſuch. To pleaſe the People 
ooght to be the Poet's: Aim, becauſe Plays are made for 
their Delight: but it does not follow that they are always 
pleas'd with good Plays, or that the Plays which pleaſe 
them are always good. The Humour of the People is 
now for Comedy, therefore in hope to pleaſe them, I 
write Comedies rather than ſerious Plays: and ſo far their 
Taſte preſcribes to me: But it does not follow from that 
Reaſon, that Comedy is to be prefetr'd before Tragedy in 
its own Nature: for that which is fo in its own Nate, | 
cannot be otherwiſe ; as a Man cannot but be a rational 
Creature : But the _—_ of 2 may alter, — 
in other Age, or in this, ſerious Plays 
it up above Comedes. i 
This I think a ſufficient Anſwer; if it be not, he has 
ided me of an Excuſe; it ſeems in his Wiſdom, he 
w my Weakneſs, and has found out this Expedient ' 
for me, That it is not neceſſary for Poets to fludy fri Ren- 
/m,fnce they art ſo uſell is u greater Latitude than is allowed \ 
by that ſevere Inquiſition ; that they muſt infringe their oven 
Jviſdictian, to profeſs themſrives oblig'd to argue well. 
1am oblig'd to him for diſcovering to me this back. 
Door ; but — not yet reſoly'd on my Retreat: For © 
am of Opinion that they cannot be good Poets, who are 
not acenſtomed to argue well. Falſe Reaſonings and Co- 
lours of 8 , are the certain Marks of one who does 
dot d the Stage: For Moral Truth is the Mi- 
ſtreſls'of the Poet as much as of the Philoſopher: Poeſie 
nuſt reſemble natural Truth, but it muſt be Ethical. 
Indeed the Poet dreſſes Truth, and adorns Nature, but 
does not alter hem: | b 


Fita Voluptatis causk fur proxima veris, 
Therefore that is not the beſt Poeſie which reſembles 


Notions of Things that are not, to Things that are: 
© aa Though 
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Though the Fancy may be great and the Words flowing ing. 
yet — . — is but half fatished when there is not T 
in the Foundation. This is that which makes Virgil be 
preferred. before the reſt of Poets. In Variety of Fancy 
and Sweetneſs of Expreſſion, you de Ovi bone hin 
for Virgil rejected many of thoſe Things which Ovi 
wrote. A great Wit's great Work is to'refuſe, as my wor- 
thy Friend Sir John —— has ingeniouſly expreſod 
it: You rarely meet with any thing in Virgil but Truth, 


which therefore leaves the ſtrongeſt Impreſſion of Plea. - 


ſure in the Soul. This I thought my ſe 2 ſay 
in behalf of Poeſie: and to declare, though it be againft 
my ſelf, that when Poets do not argue well, the Defect 
is in the Work- men, not in the Art. 
And now I come to the boldeſt Part of his Diſcourſe, 
wherein he attacks not me, but all the Ancients and Mo- 
derns ; and undermines, as he thinks, che very Founds- 
tions on which Dramatic Poeſie is built. I could wiſh 
he would have declin'd that Envy which muſt of neceſ- 
fity follow ſuck an Undertaking, and contented himſelf 
with 88 over me in my Opinions of Verſe, 
which I will never hereafter diſpute with him; but he 
muſt pardon me. if. I have that Veneration for Ar:ftotle, 
Horace, Ben. Fobaſon, and Corneille, that I dare not 
ſerve him in ſuch a Cauſe; and againſt ſuch Heroes, but 
rather fight under their Protection, as Homer reports of 
little Texcer,* who ſhot the Trojans from under the large 
Buckler of Sar Telamon.” = | 
er af fr A Hv TeacuorndSan, 

He flood beneath his Brather*s ample Shield; 

Aud cover d there, foot Death through all the Field. 

The Words of my noble Adverſary are theſe : 
But if we' examine the general Rules laid down for 

Plays by flri# Reaſon, wwe ſhall find the Errors equaly 


groſs ; for the great Foundation which is laid to build upon, 


es nothing as it is generally fated, as will appear upon the 
Examination of the Particulars. . 
Theſe Particulars in due Time ſhall be examin'd : In the 


mean while let us conſider what this great Foundation — | 
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is , as it is generally ſtated. I ne- 
1 other bundation of Dramatick Poeſie 
than the [mitation of Nature; neither was there ever 

ed any other by the Ancients or Moderns, or me, 

who endeavour to follow them in that Rule. This I ha 
plainly ſaid in my Definition of a Play; that : This have 
and lively Image of Humane Nature, &c, Thus the 
Foundation, as it is y ſtated, will ſtand ſure, if 
this Definition of a y be true ; F 5 not, he ojight 


to have made his Exception againſtit, b f Sent df 
at ſomew 


Play is not an Imitation of Nature, hat 
which he is pleas'd to think it. 
But tis plain, that he has * the Foundati- 
on for that which-is built upon it, though not immedi- 


— For the direR and immediate Can ence is this; 
if Nature be to be imitated, then there is a Rule for imj- 
tating Nature rightly, otherwiſe there may be an End, 
and no Means conducing to it. Hitherto T have 

ed by Demonſtration z but as our Divines. when they have 
prov'd a Deity, becauſe there is Order, and have inferr'd 
that this Deity ou abr darn , differ afterwards 
n the Manner of the Worſhip ; ſo having laid down, that 
Nature is to be imitated, and that Pro Fun proving 
the next, that then there are Means which conduce to the 
imitating of Nature, I dare proceed no farther poſitively : 
but . only laid down forte jons of the Ancients 
and Moderns, and of my own, as Means Which they uſed, 
and which I thought probable fortheattaining of that End. 
Thoſe Means are © the ſame which my Antagonif calls the 
Foundations, how properly, the 9 may judge, and 
w prove that this is his Meaning, he clears it immediately 
to you, by enumerating thoſe Rules or Propoſitions a- 
gainſt which he 2 his Exceptions; as 
wmely, thoſe of Time and in theſe Words : Firf 
we are told the Plot ſhould not be f ; ridicubuſh contrived, 
& to crowd two ſeveral Copntries into one Stage; 7 
u cramp the Acctdents of gu Years or Four into the 
22 F N Hours and an half; an laftly, 4 Con 
dufun drawn, that the & >; remaining Diſputi is, concerne-- 
ng Time whether it ſhould be contained in 12 or 24 * 


Deſence of an Eſſay 
and the Place to be limited to that Spot of Ground auber- 
the Play is ſuppoſed to begin and this is called mar 
Nature; for that is concluded moſt natural, wwhich is moſt 
probable, and neareft to that which — 
Thus he has only made a ſmall Miſtake of the Means 
conducing to the End, for the End it ſelf, and of the Su- 
perſtructure for the Foundation: But he proceeds. 7 


fhew therefore upon what ill Grounds they diftate Laaus 
Dramatick Poefie, &c. He is here pleaſed to for 


with being Magiſterial, as he has done in many other Places 


of his Preface. Therefore in Vindication of my ſelf, I 
muſt crave leave to ſay, that my whole Diſcourſe was 
Sceptical, according to that way of reaſoning which was 
uſed by Socrates, Plato, and all the Academicks of old, 
which Tully and the beſt of the Ancients followed, and 
which is imitated. by the modeſt Inquiſitions of the Royal 
Society. That it is ſo, not only the Name will ſhew, 
which is an E//ay, but the Frame and Compoſition of the 
Work. You ſee it is a Dialogue ſuſtain'd by Perſons of 
[ſeveral Opinions, all of them left doubtful, to be deter- 


min'd by the Readers in general; and more particularly 


defer'd to the accurate Judgment of my Lord Buckburf,, 
to whom I made a Dedication of my Book. Theſe are 
my Words in my Epiſtle, ſpeaking of the Perſons whom 
I introduc'd in my Dialogue. is true they differedin 
«© their Opinions, as tis probable they would; neither do 
I take upon me to reconcile, but to relate them, leaving 
your Lordſhip to decide it in Favour of that Part which 
you ſhall judge moft reaſonable.” And aſter that in my 


Advertiſement to the Reader I ſaid this; The Driftof 


the enſuing Diſcourſe is chiefly to vindicate the Honour 
of our Eng/i;/h Writers from the Cenſure of thoſe who 
* unjuſtly prefer the French before them. This I intimate, 
« leſt any ſhould think me ſo exceeding vain, as to teach 
* others an Art which they underſtand much better than 
my ſelf.” But this is more than neceſſary to clear my 
Modeſty inthat Point : And I am very confident that there 
is ſcarce any Man who has loft ſo much Time, as to read 
- that Trifle, but will be my Compurgator as to that Ar- 
rogance whereof I am accus d. The Truth is, if 1 4. 
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naturally guilty of ſo much Vanity as to dictate m 

_ rer 
tive or ſelf-conceited Perſon is of ſuch Advantage to any 
in this Age, that I ſhould labour to be publickly 
mitted of that Order. 

But I am not now to defend my own Cauſe, when 
that of all the Ancientsand Moderns is in Queſtion. For 
this Gentleman who n 


; a Courſe not to be taxed with the other Extreme of Mo- 


deftly. Thoſe Propoſitions which are laid down in my Diſ- 
courſe as Helps to the better Imitation of Nature, are not. 
mine (as I have ſaid) nor were ever pretended ſoto be, but 
derived from the Authority of Ar:flotle and Horace, and 
from the Rules and Examples of Ben. Fohn/on and Cor- 
xille.Theſe are the Men with whom properly he contends, 
and againſt whom he will endeavour to male it evident, 
that there is no ſuch thing as what they All pretend. 
Hi Argumeat again k the Unities of Plice and Tune 
is this; That tis as impoſſible for one Stage to preſent two 
Rooms or Houſes truly, as two Countries or Kingdoms; and as 
impoſſible that five Hours or twenty four Hours ſhould be two 
Hears, as that a thouſand Hours or Years ſhould be leſs than 
what they are, or the greateſt Part of Time to be comprehend- 
ed in the leſi: For all of them being impoſſible, they are none 
of them 2 the Truth or Nature of what they preſent; 
for Impoſſibilities are all equal, and admit of no Degree. 
This Argument is ſo ſcattered into Parts, that it can 
ſcarce be united into a Syllogiſm ; yet, in Obedience to him, 
Iuill abbreviate and comprehend as much of it as I can 
in few Words, that my Anſwer to it may be more per- 
ſpicuous. I conceive his Meaning to be what follows, as 
to the Unity of Place: (if I miſtake, I his Pardon, 
preſeſfing it is not out of any Deſign to play the Argu- 
mentative Poet.) If one Stage cannot properly t 
two Rooms or Houſes, much leſs two Countries or 
— then there _ be no r 1 Place. But 
one Stage cannot perform this: Therefore there 
an be 2 Unity of 2 A | 
_ Iplainlydeny his minor Propoſition ; the force of which, 
11 miſtake not, depends 0n this; that the Stage beingone 
| Place 
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Place cannot be two. T his indeed 4s as great aSecret,as that 
we are all mortal z but to requite it with-another, I muſt 

* leave to tell Mm, that though the 8 cannot be 
two Places, yet it ma properly re ent em, ſucceſ- 


_ trvely, or at ſeveral Times. His Argument is indeed uo 


more than a meer Fallacy, which will evidently a 
when we diſtinguiſh Place, as it relates to Plays, into 
real and imaginary. The real Place is that e. or 
Piece of Ground on which the Play is ated. The ima- 
ginary, that Hauſe, Town, or Country where the Action 
of the Drama is luppyſed to be; or more plainly, where 
the Scene of the Play is laid. Let us now apply this to 
thatHerculeanArgument, abbich if rid and duely aueigb- 
ed, is to make it evident, that there is no-{uch thing as — 
they all pretend. Tis impoſſible, he ſays, for one Stage 


to preſent two Rooms or Houſes: I anſwer tis neither 


impoſſible, nor improper, for one real Place to repreſent 
two or more ef Places, fo it be done ſucceſſively; 
which in other Words is no- more than this; That the 
Imagination of the Audience, aided by the Words of the 
Poet, and painted Scenes, may ſuppoſe the Stage to be 
ſometimes one Place, ſometimes another; now a Gar- 
den, or Wood, and immediately a Camp : Which I ap- 
peal to every Man's Imagination, if it be not true. Nei- 
ther the Ancients nor Moderns, as much Fools as he is 
r 
one two; but they might x e eave 
of this Author, that the Chan e . might lead 
the Imagination to ſuppoſe the Place alter'd : So that he 
cannot faften thoſe Abfurdities upon this Scene of a Play, 
or imaginary Place of Action, that it is one Place and 
yet two. And this being, fo clearly proved, that tis palt 
any Shew ofa reaſonable Denial, it will not be hard tode- 
ftroy that other Part of his Argument which depends up- 
on it, namely, that tis as impoſſible for a Stage to repre- 
ſent two Rooms or Hauſes, as two Countries or King- 
doms : For his Reaſon is already overthrown, which was, 


becauſe both were alike jmpoſſible. This is maniſcfl 
otherwiſe ; for tis proved that a Stage may properly re- 
r the Imagination 


preſent two Rooms or Houſes ; for 


as 
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ing Judge of what is zepreſented, will in Reaſon be leſs 
choak'd with the Appearance of two Rooms in the ſame 
Houſe, or two Houſes in the lame City, than with two diſ- 
tant Cities in the fame Country, or two mote Countries 
in the ame Univerſe. Imagination in a Man gr reaſonable 
Creature, is ſuppoſed to participate of Reaſon, and when 
that „as it does in the belief of Fiction, Reaſon is 
not deſtroyed, but miſ{-led, or blinded ; that can preſcribe 
tothe Reaſon, during the Time of the Repreſentation, 
ſomewhat like a = Belief of what it ſees and hears; 
and Reaſon ſuffers it ſelf to be ſo haod-wink'd, that it 
may better enjoy the Pleaſures of the Fiction: But it is ne- 
ver ſo wholly made a Captive, as to be drawn head-long 
into a Perſuaſion of thoſe things which are moſt remote 
from Probability: Tis in that Caſe a Free- born Subject, 
not a Slave; it will contribute willingly its Aſſent, as far 
as it ſees Convenient, but will not be forc'd. Now there 
is a greater Vicinity in Nature, betwixt two Rooms than 
betwixt two Houſes, betwixt two Houſes tRan betwixt 
two Cities, and fo of the reſt ; Reaſon therefore can 
ſooner be led by Imagination to ſtep from one Room into 
another, than to walk to two diſtant Houſes, and yet ra- 
ther to go thither, than to fly like a Witch through the Air, 
and be hurried from one Region to another. Fancy and 
Reaſon go hand in hand, the firſt cannot leave the laſt 
behind; and though Fancy, when it ſees the wide Gulph, 
would venture over, as the nimbler ; yet it is with-held 
by Reaſon, which will refuſe to take the Leap, when 
the Diſtance over it appears too large. If Ben. Fohn/on 
himfelf will remove the Scene from Rome into Tu/cany in 
the ame Act, and from thence return to Rome, in the 
Scene which immediately follows; Reaſon will conſider 
there is no prgportionable Allowance of Time to perform 
the Journey, and therefore will chuſe to ſtay at home. 
$ then the leſs change of Place there is, the leſs time is 
taken up in tranſporting the Perſons of the Drama, with 
Analogy to Reaſon; and in that Analogy, or Reſemblance 
of Fiction to Truth, conſiſts the Rxcellency of the Play. 
For what elſe cancerns the Unity of Place, I have al- 


ready given my Opinion of it in my Z/ay, that there is a 
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Latitude to be allow d to it, as ſeveral Places in the ſams 
Town or City, or Places adjacent to each other in the 
ſame Country ; which may all be comprehended under 
the larger Denomination of one Place; yet with this 
Reſtriction, that the nearer and fewer thoſe imaginary 
Places are, the greater Reſemblance they will have to 
Truth: and Reaſon, which cannot make them one, will 
be more eaſily led to ſuppoſe them ſo. 

What has been ſaid of the Unity of Place, may eaſily be 
applied to that of Time: I grant it to be impoſſible, that 
the greater Part of Time ſhould be comprehended in the 
leſs, that twenty four Hours ſhould be crowded into 
three: But there is no Neceſlity of that Suppoſition. For as 
Place, ſo Time relating to a Play, is either imaginary ar 
real: The real is comprehended in thoſe three Hours, 
more or leſs, in the Space of which the Play is repre- 
ſented : The imaginary is that which is ſuppoſed to he 
taken up in the Repreſentation, as twenty four Hours 
more or leſs. Now no Man ever could ſuppoſe that twen- 
ty four real Hours could be included m the Space of three: 
bit where is the Abſurdity of affirming that the feigned 
Buſineſs of twenty four imagin'd Hours, may not more 
naturally be repreſented in the Compaſs of three real Hours, 
than the like feigned Buſineſs of twenty four Years in the 
ſame Proportion of real Time ? For the Proportions are 
always real, and much nearer, by his Permiſſion, of twen- 
ty four to three, than of four thouſand to it. 

I am almoſt fearful of illuſtrating any thing by Simili- 
tude, leſt he ſhould confute it for an Argument; yet I 
think the Compariſon of a Glaſs will diſcover very 
aptly the Fallacy of his Argument, both concernin 
Time and Place. The Strength of his Reaſon — 
on this, That the leſs cannot comprehend the pang I 
have already anſwer' d, that we need not ſuppoſe it does; 
I fay not that the leſs can comprehend the greater, but 
only that it may repreſent it: As in a Glaſs or Mirrour 
of half a Yard Diameter, a whole Room and many Per- 
fons in it may be ſeen at once : not that it can compre- 
hend that Room or thoſe Perſons, but that it reprelents 


them to the Sight. | 
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Bat the Author of the Duke of Lerma is to be excus'd 
fr his declaring againſt the Unity of Time: For if I be 
not much miſtaken, he is an intereſted Perſon ; the Time 
of that Play taking up ſo many Years as the Favour of 
the Duke of Lerma continued ; nay the ſecond and third 
Act including all the Time of his Proſperity, which was 
a great Part of the Reign of Philip the Third: For in 
the heginning of the ſecond Act he was not yet a Fa- 
yourite, and before the end of the third, was in Di 
grace. I ſay not this with the leaſt Deſign of limiting 
the Stage too ſervilely to 24 Hours, however he be plea- 
ſed to tax me with dogmatizing in that Point. In my 
Dialogue, as I before hinted, ſeveral Perſons maintain'd 
their ſeveral Opinions; One of them, indeed, who ſup- 

the Cauſe of the French Poeſy, faid how ſtrict 
they were in that Particular: But he who anſwer'd in 
Behalf of our Nation, was willing to give more Latitude 
to the Rule; and cites the Words of Corneille himſelf, 
complaining againſt the Severity of it, and obſerving 
what Beauties it baniſh'd from the Stage, p. 44. of my 
Eſay. In few Words, my own Opinion is this, (and I 
willingly ſubmit it to my Adverlary, when he will 
pleaſe im partially to conſider it,) that the imaginary 
Time of every Play __ to be contrived into as nar- 
row a Compaſs, as the Nature of the Plot, the Quality 
of the Perſons, and Variety of Accidents will allow. In 
Comedy I would not exceed 24 or 30 Hours: For the 
Plot, Accidents, and Perſons of Comedy are ſmall, and 
may be naturally turn'd in a little Compaſs ; But in 
Tragedy the IF is weighty, and the Perſons great, 
therefore there will naturally be 8 7 a greater ſpace 
of Time in which to move them. And this, though Ben 
obnſen has not told us, yet *tis manifeſtly his Opinion: 
or you ſee that to his Comedies he allows generally 
but 24 Hours; to his two Tragedies, Sanus and Cati- 
lne, a much larger time: though he draws both of them * 
into as narrow a Compaſs as he can: For he ſhews you *% 
only the latter End of Sejanus his Favour, and the R 
Conſpirary of Catiline already ripe, and juſt breaking.” 


out into Action. 
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Defence of an Eſſay 


But as it is an Error on the one fide, to make to, 
reat a Diſproportion betwixt the imaginary Time of the 

Flay, and the real I ime of its Repreſentation ; ſo on the 
other fide, tis an Over-fight to compreſs the Accidents of 
a Play into a narrower Compaſs than that in which 
could naturally be produc'd. Of this laſt Error rhe Fyench 
are ſeldom guilty, becauſe the Thinneſs of their Plots pre- 
vents them from it: but few Engl;/mer, except Bey, 
Fohnſon, have ever made a Plot with variety of Defign in 
It, included in 24 Hours, which was altogether natural. 

' *Por this Reaſon, I prefer the Silent Woman before all o. 
ther Plays, I think juſtly, as I do its Author, in Judgment, 
above all other Poets. Yet of the two, I think that 
Error the moſt pardonable, which in too ſtraight a 
Compaſs crowds together many Accidents, ſince it pro- 
duces more Variety, and conſequently more Pleaſure to 
the Audience : And becauſe the Nearneſs of Proportion 
betwixt the imaginary and real Time, does ſpeciouſly 
cover the Compreſſion of the Accidents. 

Thus I have endeavoured to anſwer the Meaning of 
his Argument ; for as he drew it, I humbly conceive 
that it was none: As will appear by his Propoſition, 
and the Proof of it. His Propoſition was this. 

ff flriftly and duly weighed, tis as impoſſible for on 

Stage topreſent two Rooms or Houſes, as two Countries or 
/ Kingdoms, &c. And his Proof this: For all being in- 

_ poſſible, they are none of them neareſt the Truth or Nature 
of what they preſent. 

Here you fee; inſtead of Proof or Reaſon, there is on- 

ly Petitio principii: For in plain Words, his Senſe is 
this; Two things are as impoſſible as one another, be- 
cauſe they are both equally impoſſible : But he takes 
thoſe two things to be granted as impoſſible, which he 
ought to have prov'd ſuch, before he had proceeded to 
prove them equally impoſlible : He ſhould have made 
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98 out firſt that it was impoſſible for one Stage to repreſent 
two Houſes, and then have gone forward to prove thatit 
Was as equally impoſſible a Stage to preſent two 

1 Houſes, as two Countries. 
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of Dramatick Poeſy. 

After all this, the very Abfurdity to which he would 
reduce me, 1s none at all : For he only drives at this, 
That if his A ent be true, I muſt then acknowleds 
that there are Degrees in Impoſſibilities, which T cafly 

t him without Diſpute : And if I miſtake not, Ari- 
|: and the School are of my Opinion. For there are 
ſome things which are abſolutely impoſſible, and others 
which are only ſo ex parte; as tis abſolutely impoſſible 
for a thing to be, and not to be at the ſame time; but for 
2 Stone to move naturally upward, is only impoſſible ex 
jarte materi@ ; but it is not impoſſible for the firſt Mo. 
yer to alter the Nature of it. 

His laſt Aſſault, like that of a Frenchman, is moſt feeble : 
for whereas I have obſerv'd, that none have been violent 
apainſt Verſe, but ſuch only as have not attempted it, or 
have ſucceeded ill in their Attempt, he will needs, accord- 
ing to his uſual Cuſtom, improve my Obſervation to an 
Argument, that he might have the Glory to confute it. 
But I ay my Obſervation at his Feet, as I do my Pen, 


which I have often employ'd willingly in his deſerved: 
Commendations, and now moſt unwillingly againſt his 


e For his Perſon and Parts, I honour them as 
much as any Man living, and have had ſo many parti- 
cular Obligations to him, that I ſhould be very ungrate- 
ful, if I did mot acknowledge them to the World. But 
I gave not the firſt Occaſion of this Difference in Opi- 
nions. In my Epiſtle Dedicatory, before my Rival 
Ladies, J had ſaid ſomewhat in Behalf of Verſe, which 
he was pleaſed to anſwer in his Preface to his Plays : 
That occaſioned my Reply in my Eſſay, and that Re- 
py begot this Rejoinder of his in his Preface to the 

e of Lerma. But as I was the laſt who took up 


Arms, I will be the firſt to lay them down. For what 


| have here written, I ſubmit it wholly to him; and if 
do not hereafter anſwer what may be objeQed againſt 
this Paper, 1 hope the World will not impute it to any 


other Reaſon, than only the due Reſpect which I have 
br ſo noble an Opponent. 
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Connection of The Indian Emperey 
to The Indian Queen. 


HE Concluſion of The Indian Queen, [part of 

which Poem was writ by me ) left little matter for 

another Story to be built on, there remaining but 
two of the conſiderable Characters alive, (viz.) Montezu- 
ma and Orazia : Thereupon the Author sf this, thought it 
neceſſary to produce new Perſons from the old Ones; and 
confidering the late Indian Queen, before Se lev d Monte- 
zuma, liw'd in Clandeſtine Marriage with her General 
Traxalla; from thoſe tauo, he has raisd a Son and two 
Daughters, ſuppoſed to be left young Orphans at their Death: 
on the other fide, be has given to Montezuma and Orazia, 
two Sons and a Daughter; all new ſuppoſed to be grown up 
to Mens and Womens Eflate ; and their Mother Orazia (for 
avhom there was no further uſe in the Story) lately dad. 

So that you are to imagine about twenty Years elapſed 
fance the Coronation of Montezuma ; who, in the Truth of 

the Hiſtory, was a great and glorious Prince; and in 
awhoſe time hapned the Diſcovery and Invaſicn of Mexico 
by the Spaniards, under the Conduct of Hernando Cortez, 
«who joining with the Taxallan Indians, the inveterate 
Enemies of Mentezuma, wholly ſubverted that flouriſving 
Empire ; the Conqueſt of which is the Subject of this Dre- 
oem. 

1 have neither wholly follcawed the Story, ner varied 
from it; and, as near as I could, have traced the Native 
Simplicity and Ignorance of the Indians, in relation to Eu- 
ropean Cufloms : The Shipping, Armour, Horſes, Swords, 
and Guns of the Spaniards, being as new to them, as their 
Habits and their Language were to the Chriſtians. 

The Difference 20 eir Religion from ours, 1 have talen 
from the Story it ſelf; and that which you find of it in the 
firſt and fifth As touching the Sufferings and Cirftancy f 

Montezuma in his Opinions, I have only illuſtrated, nt 
alter d from thoſe who have written of it. » 


. 


Al Critics] whom our Indians here 
Warſhip, juft as they do the Dewil, for Fear; 

h reverence to your Pod r, I come this Day. 

To give you timely warning of our Play. 

The Scenes are old, the Habits are the ſame. 


Ve wore laſt Vear before the Spaniards came. 
New if you flay, the Blood that ſhall be ſhed 


From this poor Play, be all upon your Head. 


We neither promiſe you one Dance, or Show, 
Then Plit and Language they are wanting tos : 
But you, kind Wits, will theſe light Faults excuſe; 
Thoſe are the common Frailties of the Muſe ; 
Which æubo obſerves, he buys his Place too dear: 
For "tis your Bufineſs to be coxen d here. 
Theſe wretched Spies of Wit maſt then confeſs, 
They take more Pains to pleaſe themſelves the lefs. 
Grant us ſuch Fuages, Phœbus, we requeſt, 
4s Hill miflake themſelves into a Jef; 
Such eafie Fudges, that our Foet may 
Himſelf admire the Fortune of his Play; _ 
hd arrogantly, as his Fellows do, 
Think he writes well, becauſe he pleaſes ou. 
This he conceicves not hard to bring about, 
If all of you would join to help him out. 
Would each Man take but what he underſtands, 
And leave the refl upon the Poet's Hands. 
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Diamari 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
INDIAN ME N. 


MoxnTEZumMaA, Emperor of Mexico. 


Op uAx, his eldeſt Son. 
Gu vOMUAR, his younger Son. 
OnBELLAN, Son of the late =" Dn. by 


TRAXALLA. 


High Prieſt of the Sun. 


WOMEN. 
CYDARIA, MonTezuMa's Daughter, 
 ALMER1a, 2 Siſters; 1 


ALiBECH, 8 Queen. 
SPANIARDS. 

| CorTxz, the Spaniſh General. | 
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Scene, MEx1co, and two Leagues about it. 5 


U — 


THE 


INDIAN EMPEROR. 


ACT IL. .$:C'E-N EL 
SCENE, 4 Pleaſant Indian Country. 


Enter Cortez, Vaſquez, Pizarro, with Spaniards 
| and Indians of their Party. 


CoRTeEz. 


N what new ha PPY y Climate are we thrown, 
So lon 1 ecret, and ſo lately known 3 
NY; As if our old World modeitly — ea 
8 8 And here, in private, had brought forth a 
88 new! [this Ground, 
| * Vaſq. Corn, Wine, and Oil are wanting to 
In which our Countries fruitfully abound : , + 
As if this Infant World, yet unarray d, ” 
Naked and bare, in Nature's Lap were laid. g 
No uſeful Arts have yet found footing here :: 
But all untaught and falvage * appear. 


Cart. 


N 
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Cort. Wild and untaught are Terms which we alone 
Invent, for Faſhions differing from our own: 

For all their Cuſtoms are by Nature wrought, 

But we, by Art, unteach what Nature ah oy 

Pix. In Spain, our Springs, like old Mens Children be 

Decay'd wither'd from their Infancy : 
No kindly Showers fall on our barren Earth, 
To hatch the Seaſon in a timely Birth. 
Our Summer ſuch a Ruſſet Livery wears, 

As in a Garment often dy'd appears. 

Cort. Here Nature ſpreads her fruitful Sweetneſs round, 
Breaths on the Air, and broods upon the Ground, 

E ere Days and Nights the only Seaſons be, 

The Sun no Climate does ſo gladly fee : : 
When forc'd from hence, to view our Parts, he mourns ; 
Takes little Journeys, and make quick Returns. 

Vaſq. Methinks we walk in Dreams on Fairy Land, 
Where golden Ore lyes mixt with common Sand; 
Each Downfal of a Flood the Mountains pour 
From'their rich Bowels, rowls a Silver Shower. 

Cart. Heaven from all Ages wiſely did provide 
'This Wealth, and for the braveſt Nation hide, 

Who with four hundred Foot and forty Horſe, 
Daze boldly go a new- found World to = 

Pix. Our Men, though Valiant, we ſhould find too few, 
But Indians jein the Indians to ſubdue ; 
Taxallan, ſhook by Montezuma's Powers, 

* to reſiſt his Forces, _ ours. "IE 

aſg. Raſhly to arm againit fo t a Ki 
I hold not fafe, nor is ir jul to bing : 
A War, without a fair Defiance made. 

Pix. Declare we firſt dur Quarrel: Then invade. 

Cort. My ſelf, my Hing's Ambaſſador, will go; 
Speak, Indian Guide, how far to Mexico? | 

Id. Your Eyes can ſcarce ſo far a Proſpe& make, 
As to diſcern the City on the Lake. , 
But that broad Caufe-way will direct your Way, 
And you may reach the Town by Noon of Day. 

Cort. Command a Paxginof our Indians out, 
With a ſtrict Charge, not to engage, but ſcout ; 
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By noble Ways we Conqueſt will prepare, 
H cd Peare, and that refus'd make War. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. A Temple. 


The High Prieft with other Priefts. To them an Indian, 


Ind. Haſte, Holy Prieſt, it is the King's Command. 

High Pr. When ſets he forward ? 

Ind. He is near at Hand. 

Lo cad The Incenſe is upon the Altar plac'd, 
oody Sacrifice already paſt, 

Fin hundred Captives ſaw the riſing Sun, 

Who loſt their Light ere half his Race was run. 

That which remains we here muſt celebrate ; 

Where al from Noiſe, without the City Gate, 

The Power that governs Love repairs, 

To ſt upon ſoft Vows Lo filent Pray*rs. 

We for his Royal Preſence only ſtay, 

To end the Rites of this fo ſolemn Day. [ Exit Indian. 

Enter Montezuma; his eldeft Sen Odmar ; his Daughter 
Cydaria ; Almeria, Ali Orbellan, and Train. 
They place themſelves. 

High Pr. On your Birth-day, while we ſing 

To our Gods and to our King, 

Her, among this beauteous Quire, 

Whole Perfections you admire, 


Her, who faireſt does a appear, 
Crown her Queen of all the Year, 


Of the Year 2 of the Day, 4 
And at her Feet your Garland lay. 
Odm. My Father this way does ” his Looks direct, 
Heay'n grant he give it not where I ſuſpect. 
[Montezuma riſes, goer about the Ladies, and at © 
length ftays at Almeria, and bows. 
Mont. Since my Orazia's Death, I have not ſeen 


A Beauty ſo deſerving to de Queen 


As fair Almeria. 
Alm. Sure he will not know 


[To her Brother and Siſſer, k 
My Birth I to that in jur'd Princeſs owe, . oy 
- Whom 
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Whom his hard Heart not only Love deny'd, 
But in her Sufferings took unmanly Pride. 

Alib. Since Mantezuma will his Choice renew, 
In dead Orazia's Room electing you, 

T will pleaſe our Mother's | Ghoſt that you ſucceed 
To all the Glories of her Rival's Bed. 

Alm. If News be ęarried to the Shades below, 
The Indian Queen will be-more.pleas'd, to know 
That I his Scorns on him, who ſcorn'd her, pay. 

Orb. Would you could right her ſome more noble Way. 

[She, tufns to him, aubo is kneeling all this while, 

Mont. Madam, this Poſture is for Heav'n deſign'd, 


And what moves Heav'n, I hope may make you kind. 
Alm. Heav'n may be kind, the Gods uninjur'd live, 
And Crimes below coſt little to forgive. 
By thee, inhuman, both my Parents dy'd : 
One by thy Sword, the other by thy Pride. | 
Mont. My haughty Mind no Fate could ever bow, 
Yet F muſt ſtoop to one-who ſcorns me now: 
Is there no Pity to my Sufferings due? 
Alm. As much as what my Mother found from you. 
Mont. Vour Mother's Wrongs a Recompence ſhall meet; 
I lay my Scepter at her Daughter's Feet. | 
Alm. He, who does now my leaſt Commands obey, 
Would call me Queen, and take my Pow'r away. 
Odin. Can he hear this, and not his"Fetrers break ? 
Is Love fo pow'rful, or his Soul ſo weak ? 
PI fright her from it. Madam, though you ſee 
The King is kind, I hope your Modeſty 
Will know, what Diſtance to the Crown is due. 
Alm. Diſtance and Modeſty preſcrib'd by you? 
Odm. Almeria dares not think ſuch Thoughts as theſe. 
Alm. She dares both think and act what Thought ſhe 
"Tis much below me on his Throne to fit ; [ pleaſe, 
But when I do, you ſhall Petition it. 
_ Om. If, Sir, Almeria does your Bed partake, 
I mourn for my forgotten Mother's ſake. 
Mont. When Parents Loves are order'd by a Son, 
Let Streams preſcribe their Fountains where to 2 4 
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0an. In all I urge, I keep my Duty t. 
Nour as but inſtruct your Will. 


Mont. Small uſe of Reaſon in that Prince is ſhown, 
Who follows others, and neglects his own. 
[Almeria Orbellan and Alibech, who are this 
| while whiſpering to her. | 
Alm. No, he'ſhalkever love, and always be 
The Sabje& of my Scom and Cruelty. 
Orb. To prove the laſting Torment of his Life, 
You miſt not be his M „ but his Wiſe. | 
Few know what Care an Huſband's Peace deſtroys, 
His real Griefs, and his diſſembled Joys. 1 
An. What mark of pleaſing Vengeance cou'd be ſhown, 
If to break his Quiet loſe my own ? 
Orb. A Brother's Liſe upon your Love relies, 
Since I do homage to Cydaria's:Eyes : 
How can her Father to my Hopes be kind.. 
If in your Heart he no Example find? | 
An. To ſave your Life I'll ſuffer any thing, 
Yet Fl! not flatter this —— King; 
Bu work his ſtubborn Soul a nobler way, 
And, if he love, PII force him to obey. 


I take this Garland, not as given by yo Te Mont. 


But as my Merit, and my Beauty's due. | 
As for the Crown that you, my Slave, poſſeſs, 
To ſhare it with you would but make me leſs. | 
Enter Guyomar haſtily, 210 
Oam. My Brother Guyomar ! methinks I ſpy y, 
Haſte in his Steps, and Wonder in his Eye. 
Mont. I ſent thee to the Frontiers, quickly tell 
The Cauſe of thy Return, are all things well! 
Guy. I went, in order, Sir, to your Command, 
To view the utmoſt Limits of the Land: 
To that Sea-ſhore! where no more World is found, 
But foaming Billows breaking on the Ground, 
Where, for a while, my Eyes no Object met 
But diſtant Skies that in the Ocean ſet: iO. 
And low-hung Clouds that dipt themſelves in Rain, 
To ſhake their Fleeces on the Earth again. 
At laſt, as far as I could caſt my Eycs je 
Upon the Sea, ſomewhat methought did riſe Like 


__ „ 
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Like blewiſh Miſts, which ſtill appearing more, 
Took dreadful Shapes, and mov'd towards the Shore. 

Mont. What Forms did theſe new Wonders repreſent 

Guy. More ſtrange than what your Wonder can invent. 
The Object I could firſt diſtinctly view 
Was tall ſtraight Trees which on the Waters flew, 
Wings on their Sides inſtead of Leaves did grow, 
Which gather'd all the Breath the Winds could bloy : 
And at their Roots floating Palaces, 

Whoſe out-blow'd Bellies cut the yielding Seas. | 

Mont. What divine Monſters, O ye Gods, were theſe 
That float in Air, and fly upon the Seas ! 

Came they alive or dead upon the Shore ? 

Guy. Alas, they liv'd too ſure, I heard them rear: 
All turn'd their Sides, and to each other ſpoke, 

I faw their Words break out in Fire and Smoke. 
Sure *tis their Voice that thunders from on high, 
Or theſe the younger Brothers of the Sky. 

Deaf with the Noiſe I took my haſty Flight, 
No mortal Courage can ſupport the Fright. 

High Pr. Old Prophecies foretel our Fall at handy 
When bearded Men in floating Caſtles Iand. 

I fear it is of dire portent. 

Mont. Go ſee | 
What it foreſhows, and what the Gods decree. 

Mean time proceed we to what Rites remain. 
Od mar, of all this Preſence does contain, 
Give her your Wreath whom you eſteem moſt fair. 

Oadm. Above the reſt I Jong one Beauty rare, 
And may that Beauty prove as kind to me 

| [He gives Alibech ths Wreath. 
As I am ſure fair Alibech is ſhe. 

Mont. You Guyomar maſt next * your Part. 

8 I want a Garland, but I'll give a Heart: 
My Brother's Pardon J muſt firſt implore, 
Since I with him fair Alibech adore. 

Oam. That all ſhould Alibech adore, tis true; 
But ſome Reſpect is to my Birth-right due. 
My Claim to her by Elderſhip I prove. 
S. Age is a Plea in Empire, not in Love. 


Oan, 
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Odme 1 N ſtaid for this Solemnity 
To make my Paſſion publick. 

Guy. So have I. 

Odm. But from her Birth my Soul has been her Slave; 
My Heart receiv'd the firſt Wounds which ſhe gave: 

I watch'd the early Glories of her Eyes, 
As Men for Day-break watch the Eaſtern Skies. 

Guy. It ſeems my Soul then moy'd the quicker Pace, 
Yours firſt ſet out, mine reach'd her in the Ric, | 

Ment. Odmar, your Choice I cannot diſapprove ; 
Nor juſtly, Gzyomar, can blame your Love. 

To Alibech alone refer your Suit, 
And let her Sentence finiſh your Diſpute. 

Aub. You think me, Sir, a Miſtreſs quickly won, 
So ſoon to finiſh what is ſcarce 8 
In this Surprize ſhould I a Judgment make, 

'Tis anſwering Riddles ere I'm well awake : 

If you oblige me ſuddenly to chuſe, 

The Choice is made, for I muſt both refuſe. 
For to my ſelf I owe this due Regard, 

Not to make Love my Gift, but my Reward. 
Time beſt wh =_— ro eh ng will aft. 

Oam. Then judge my future Service by m q 
What I hall be, 1 you 41, N 
That Love took deepeſt Root, which firſt did grow. 

Guy. That Love which firſt was ſet, will firſt decay, 
Mine of a freſher Date will longer ſtay. 

Om. Still you forget my Birth. 

Guy. But you, I fee, : 

Take care ftill to refreſh my Memory. 

Ment. My Sons, let your unſeemly Diſcord ceaſe, 
If not in Friendſhip, live at leaſt in Peace. 

Orbellan, where you love, beftow your Wreath. 

Orb. My Love I dare not, ev'n in whiſpers, breath, 

Mont. A virtuous Love may venture any thing. 

Orb. Not to attempt the Daughter of my King. 

Mort. Whither is all my former Fury gone? 
Once more I have Traxalla's Chains put on, 

And by his Children am in Triumph led : 
Too well the Living have reveng'd the Dead ! 


Alm, 
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To ſee your Friends purſue your Enemies. 


: 


Alm. Vou think my Brother born your Enemy, 
He's of Traxalla's Blood, and ſo am I. * 
Mont. In vain I ſtrive. | 


My Lyon-Heart is with Love's Toils beſet, - 
8 * 


ing I fall ſtill deeper in the Net. 
Czaaria, your new Lover's Garland take, 


And uſe him kindly for your Father's ſake. 
ud. So ſtrong an Hatred does my Nature ſway, 


That ſpight of Duty 1 muſt diſobey. 


Beſides you warn' d me ſtill of loving two, 
Can I love him, already loving you ? 
Enter a Guard haſtily. 
Mont. You look amaz'd, as if ſome ſudden Fear 
Had ſeiz d your Hearts; is any Danger near ? 
1 Guard. Behind the Covert where this Temple ſtands, 
Thick as the Shades, there iſſue ſwarming Bands 
Of ambuſh'd Men, whom, by their Arms and Dreſs, 
To be Taxallan Enemies I gueſs. | | 
2 Guard. The Temple, Sir, is almoſt compaſt round. 
Mont. Some ſpeedy way for paſſage muſt be found. 
Make to the City by the. Poſtern Gate, 4 
F1l either force my Vitory, or Fate; 
A glorious Death in Arms [I'll rather prove, 
Than ftay to periſh tamely by my Love. [ Exe, 
An Alarm within. Euter Montezuma, , Guyomar, 
Alibech, Orbellan, Cydaria, Almeria, as purſued by 
'Taxallans. | OY 
Ment. No Succour from the Town? 
Oam. None, none 1s nigh. 
Guy. We are.inclos'd, and muſt reſolve to die. 
Mont. Fight for Revenge, now hope of Life is paſt; 
But one Stroke more, and that will be my laſt. 
Enter Cortez, Vaſquez, Pizarro, to the Taxallans: 
Cortez fays. them, juſt falling on. 
Cort. Contemn'd ? my Orders broke even in my fight! 
Did I not ſtriftly charge you ſhould not fight? 
| I 7 his Indian. 
Ind. Your Choler, General, does unjuſtly riſe, 
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The greateſt and moſt cruel Foes we have, 
Are theſe, whom you would ignorantly fave. 
By ambuſh'd Men, behind their Temps laid, 
We have the yy” of Mexico betra 
Cart. Where, baniſh'd Virtue, mr thou ſhew/thy Face, | 
If Treachery inſects thy Indian Race ? * 
Diſmiſs your Rage, and lay your Weapons by: 
Know I protect m, and they ſhall not die. 
Ind. O wond'rous Mercy ſhown to Foes diſtreſt ! 
Cort. Call them not ſo, when once with Odds oppreſt, 
Nor are they Foes my Clemency defends, . vil 
Until they have refus'd the name "of Friends : 
Draw up our Spaniards by themſelves, then fire - 
Our Guns on all who do not ſtraight retire, - [To Vaſq. 
Ind.O Mercy, Merey! at thy Feet wefall.[Ind. . 
Before thy roaring Gods deſtroy us all: | 
See we retreat without the leaſt 
Keep thy Gods filent, if they we die 


Moe. The fierce Taxallans lay their Weapons down, 
Some Miracle in our Relief is ſhown. . ' 
Guy. Theſe bearded Men, - in Shape and Calour be 
Like thoſe I ſaw come floating en the Sea. 
Mont. 4xeels to Cort, 
Mont. Patron of Mexico and God of Wars, 
Son of the Sun, and Brother of the Stars | 
Cort. Great Monarch, your Devotion you miſplace. 
Mont. Thy Actions — thee born of — Jas 
If then thou art that cruel God, whoſe Eyes 
Delight in Blood, and human Sacrifice, 
Thy eadful Altars I with Slaves will ſtore, 11 | 
And feed thy Noſtrils with hot reeking Gore: » 
0 if hat ind. and gentle God thou be . 
Who doſt Mankind below with Pity 
With Breath of Incenſe I will gr = — hs 
But if ikke us, of mortal Seed 
Preſents of choiceſt Fowls, and Fruits ies Tl bring, 
And in my Realms thou ſhalt be more than King. = 
Cort. — of Empires, and deſerving more 
S your | * 0 


. 
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Like you a Man, and hither led by Fame, 
Not by Conftraint but by my Choice I came; 
AIG - Peace, — Peace 5 chuſe, 
rald of a War, 1 e. bri 
- Mont. Whence or ew wha doſt thou Gel O 
Cort. From Charles the Fifth, the World's moſt potent 
Mont. Some petty Prince, and one of little Fame, [ King. 
For to this Hour I never heard his Name: | 
The two great Empires of the World I know, 
That of Peru, and this of Mexico; 
And ſince the Earth none larger does afford, 
This Charles is ſome poor Tributary Lord. 
Cort. You ſpeak: of that ſmall Part of Earth you know, 
But betwixt us and you wide Oceans flow, 
And Deſarts of ſo vaſt Extent, 
That paſing hither, four full Moons we ſpent. 
Mont. But ſay, what News, what Offers doſt thou bring 
From ſo remote, and ſo unknown a King? 
[White Vaſq. ſpeaks, Cort. ſpies the Ladies and goes to then, 
entertaining Cydaria with Courtſhip in dumb ſhow. 
Vai. Spain's mighty Monarch, to whom Heay'n thinks 
That all the Nations of the Earth ſubmit, llt 
In gracious Clemency, does condeſced * 
On theſe Conditions to become your Friend. 
Firſt, that of him you ſhall your hold ; 
him with your uſe 


Next, 5 ent s Gold: 

Laſt, that you leave thoſe Idols you implore, 

And one true Deity with him adore. . 
Mont. You ſpeak your Prince a mighty Emperor, 

But his have ſpoke him Proud and Poor; 

He proudly at my free-born Scepter flies, 

vet y begs a Metal I deſpiſe. f | 

Gold thou may ſt take, whatever thou canft find, 

Save what for ſacred Uſes is deſign'd : 

But, by what Right pretends your King to be 

The Soverei Lord of all the World and me? 

Piz. The ign Prieſt 

Who repreſents on Earth the Pow'r of Heav'n, 

Has this your Empire to our Monarch given. 

Mont. Ill does he repreſent the Powers absve, 

Who nouriſkes Debate, not preaches Love ; Be- 
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geſides, what greater Folly can be ſhown ? | 
He gives another what is not his own. | 
Vaſq. His Pow'r muſt needs unqueſtion'd be below, 
For ke in Heav*n an Empire can beſtow. 
Mont. Empires in Heav'n he with more Eaſe may give, 
And you perhaps would with leſs Thanks receive; 
But Heav'n has need of no ſuch Vice-roy here, 
It elf beſtows the Crowns that Monarchs wear. 
Piz. You wrong his Power, as you miſtake our End, 
Who came thus far Religion to extend. 
Mont. He who Religion truly underſtands, 
Knows its Extent = be in Men, not Lands. 
Oan. But who are thoſe that Truth muſt propagate 
Within the Confines of my Father's State? 
Paß. Religious Men, who hither muſt be ſent 
As awful Guides of heav*nly Government; 
To teach you Penance, Faſts, and Abſtinence, 
To puniſh Bodies for the Souls Offence. 
ont. Cheaply you Sin, and puniſh Crimes with eaſe; 
Not as th' Offended, but th' Offenders pleaſe. 
Firſt injure Heav'n, and when its Wrath is due, 
{Your ſelves preſcribe it how to puniſh you. - | 
Odm. What numbers of this Holy Men muſt come? 
Pix. You ſhall not want, each Village ſhall have ſame 
Who, tho” the Royal Dignity they own, | 
Are equal to it, and depend on none. | 
Guy. on none ! you treat them ſure in State, 
For tis their Plenty does their Pride create. | 
Ment. Thoſe ghoſtly Kings would parcel out my Pow'r, 
And all the Fatneſs of my Land devour ; 1 
That Monarch ſits not ſafely on his Throne, 
Who bears, within, a Power that ſhocks his own. 
They teach Obedience to Imperial Sway, 
But think it Sin if they themſelves obey. 
Vaſg. It ſeems then our Religion you accuſe, 
And peaceful Homage to our Kin refuſe. 
Ment. Your Gods I light not, but will keep my own. 
My Crown is abſelute and holds of none ; 
[ cannot in a baſe Subjection live, 
Nor ſuffer you to take, tho' I would give. 


Cort. 
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Cort. Is this your Anſwer, Sir ? 
Mont. This as a Prince, | 
Bound to my People's and my Crown's defence, 
I muſt return; but, as a Man by you 
Redeem'd from Death, all Gratitude is due. : 
Cart. It was an Act my Honour bound me to: 
But what I did, were-I again to do, 
I could not do it on my 3 ſcore, 
For Love would now oblige me to do more. 
Is no Way left that we may yet agree? 
Muſt I have War, yet have no Enemy? 
Yaſg. He has refus'd all Terms of Peace to take. 
Adont. Since we muſt fight, hear Heay'ns, what Prayers 
I make ; 
Firſt, to preſerve this ancient State and me, 
But if your Doom the Fall of both decree, 
Grant only he who has ſuch Honour ſhown, 
When I am Duſt, may fill my empty Throne. 
Cort. To make me happier than that Wiſh can do, 
Lies not in all your Gods to grant, but you; 
Let this fair Princeſs but one Minute ſtay, 
A Look from her will your Obligements pay. | 
| [Exeunt Mentezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, Orbellan, 
Almeria, and Alibech. 
1 Cyd. Your Duty in your quick Return be 
| own. 
Stay you, and wait my Daughter to the Town. 
* 3 K [To his Guards, 
[Cydaria is going, but turns and looks back upon 
Cortez, awho is Hooking on her all this while. 
Cyd. My Father's gone, and yet I cannot o, 
Sure I have ſomething loſt or left behind ! ¶ Aft. 
Cort.” Like Travellers who wander in the Snow, 
I on her Beauty gaze till I am blind. Aldi. 
Od. Thick Breath, quick Pulſe, and heaving of my 
3. 
All Signs of ſome un wonted Change appear: 
I find my ſelf unwilling to depart, 
And yet I know not why I would be here. 
| | . Stranger 
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Stranger, you raiſe ſuch Torments in my Breaſt, 
hat when I go, (if I muſt go again) 
II tell my Father you have robb'l 1 my. Reſt, 
And to him ef your Injuries complain. 
Cort. Unknown, I ſwear, thoſe Wrongs were which 
I wrought, 
But my Complaints will much more juſt appear, 
Who from another World my Freedom brought, 
And to your conquering Eyes have loſt it here. 
ad. Where is that other World from whence you 
came? | 
Cort. Beyond the Ocean, far from hence it lies. 
Cyd. Your other World, I fear, is then the fame 
That Souls muſt go to when the Body dies. 
But what's the Cauſe that keeps you here with me, 
That I may know what keeps me here with you ? 
Cort. Mine is a Love which muſt perpetual be, 
If you can be fo juſt as I am true. 
| Enter Orbellan. 
Orb. Your Father wonders much at your delay. 
Cyd. So great a wonder for ſo ſmall a ſtay ! 
Orb. He has commanded you with me to go. 
Cyd. Has he not ſent to bring the Stranger too ? 
Orb. If he To-morrow dares in Fight appear, 
His high-plac'd Love perhaps may coſt him dear. 
Cort. Dares — that wo was never ſpoke to Spaniard 


yet, | 
33 his Life who him it ; 
uickly with thy Pledge of 8 hence, 

Thy Guilts protect by * Gece 

Cyd. Sure in ſome fatal Hour my Love was born, 
So ſoon o'ercaſt with Abſence in the Morn ! | 

Cort. Turn hence thoſe pointed Glories of your Eyes, 
For if more Charms beneath thoſe Circles rl, 
So weak my Virtae, they ſo ſtrong appear, 
I ſhall turn Raviſher to keep you here. [ Exeunt omnes. 
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SCENE, the Magician's Cave. 


Enter Montezuma, and Higb-Prieſſ. 
Mont. OT char I ar the atmotl-Fate can do, 
Come I th' Event of doubtful War to knoy, 
For Life and Death are things indifferent, 
Each to be choſe as either brings Content ; 
My Motive from a nobler Cauſe does ſpring, 
Love rules my Heart, and is your Monarch's King; 

I more deſire to know Almeria's Mind, 

Than all that Heay'n has for my State deſign'd. 

High Pr. By powerful Charms which nothing can 

wit q | 
PII force the Gods to tell what you demand. 
CHAR M. 

Thou Moon, that aid'ſt us with thy Magick Might, 
And ye ſmall Stars, the ſcatter d Seeds of Light, 
Dart your pale Beams into this gloomy Place, 

That the ſad Powers of the infernal Race 
May read above what's hid from human Eyes, 
And in your Walks, ſee Empires fall and riſe. 
And ye immortal Souls, who once were Men, 
And now reſolv'd to Elements again, 
Who wait for mortal Frames in Depths below, 7 
And did before what we are doom'd to do ; 
Once, twice and thrice, I wave my facred Wand, 
- Aicend, aſcend, aſcend at my Command. 
[An narthy Spirit riſes 
Sir. In vain, O mortal Men, your Prayers implere 
The Aid of Powers below, which want it more: 
A God more ſtrong, who all the Gods commands, 
Drives us to exile from our Native Lands; 
The Air ſwarms thick with wandring Deities, 
Which drowſily like humming Beetles riſe 
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tom our lov'd Earth, where peacefully we 
or far from Heav'n a long Poſſeſſion 8 AV 
The frighted Satyrs that in Woods delight, | 
Now into Plains with prick'd-up Ears take flight; 
And ſcudding thence, while they their Horn-feet ply, 
About their Sires the little Sans cry. | 
A Nation loving Gold muſt rule this Place, 
Our Temples ruin, and our Rites deface : 
To them, O King, 1s thy loſt ter giv'n. 
Now mourn thy Search, for ſince wiſe Heav'n 
More Ill than Good to Mortals does diſpenſe, 
It is not ſafe to have too quick a Senſe. [ Deſcends. 
Ment. Mourn who think Repining can remove 
The firm Decrees of thoſe who rule above ; 
The Brave are ſafe within, who ſtill dare die: 
Whene'er I fall, Pl ſcorn my Deſtiny. 
Doom as they pleaſe my Empire not to ſtand, 
I'll graſp my Scepter with my dying Hand. 
High Pr. "Thoſe Earthy Spirits black and envious are, 
II call up other Gods of Form more fair: 
Who Vihons drefs in pleaſing Colour ftill, 
Set all the Good to ſhow, and hide the III: 
Kalib aſcend, my fair-ſpoke Servant riſe, 
And ſooth my Heart with pleaſing Propheſies. 


Kalib aſcends all in white, in ſhape of a Woman, and 


Sings. 
Kal. I hoot'd and ſatu ag the Book of Fate, 
Where many Days did loꝛur, ; 
When Io one happy Hour 
Leapt up, and ſmiÞPd to ſave thy finking Stare; 
A Day ſhall come when in thy Power 
Thy cruel] Foes ſhall Be; 
Then all thy Land be free, 
And thou in Peace ſhalt reign. 
But take, O take that Opportunity, | 
Which once refus'd will never come again. [ Deſcends. 
Mont. I ſhall-deſerve my Fate, if I refuſe 
That happy Hour which Heaven allots to uſe ; 
But of my Crown thou too much care doſt take, 
That which I value more, my Love's at ſtake, High 
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Whoſe every Puff bears empty Shades away, 


ad ſeize thy Spirit when thou dof? deſcend.” ua 
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Higb Pr. Ariſe ye ſubtle Spirits that can ſpy, 
When Love is enter d in a Female's N 
You that can read it in the midſt of Doubt, 
And in the midſt of Frowns can find it out; * 
Vou that can ſearch thoſe many - corner'd Minds, 
Where Women's crooked\ Fancy turns and winds ; 
Vou that can Love explore, and Truth impart, 
* both lie deepeſt hid in Woman's Heart, 
Ariſe — fa * 
Ie Ghoſts of Traxalla and Acacis ariſe, bn f 
Fill and point at Montezuma. 
High Pr. I did not for theſe ghaſtly Viſions fend, 
Their ſudden coming does ſome Ill,partend. 
Begone, — begone, — they will not diſappear, 
My Soul is ſeiz'd with an unuſual Fear. 
Mont. Point on, point on, and ſee whom you can fright 
Shame and C ſeize theſe Shades of Night; 
Ye thin and empty Forms, am I your Sport ? [They nil. 


If you were Fleſh — 


You know you-tlurſt-not uſe me in this ſort. 
[ The, Ghoſt of the Indian Queen riſes betwixt f 
. Ghofls, with a Dagger in her Breaf.. | 
1 feel mn Hair grow Rf, my Eye-balls row! | 
feel my Hair Riff, my Eye-balls rowl, 


This is the only Form could ſhake my Soul. I 
- 


Ghoſt. The Hopes of thy ſucceſsful Lowe reſign, 
Know, Montezuma, thou art only mine; 
For thoſe who here on Earth their Paſſion ſhow 
By Death for Love, recei vs their Right below. v 
Why doſt thou then delay my longing Arms ? | 
Hawe Cares, and Are, and mortal Life ſuch Charm? 
The Moon grows fickly at the Sight of Day, 

And early Cocks hawe ſummon d me aavay : 
Yet Til appoint a meeting Place below, 
For there fierce Winds & er dusky Vallies blow, 
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Which guideliſi in thoſe dark Dominions ftray. 
Fuſt at the, Entrance of the Fields below, 
Thou ſhalt behold a. tall black Poplar graw, 
Safe in its hollow Trunk I will attend, 
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Mont. I'II ſeize thee there, thou Meſſenger of Fate: 
Would my ſhort Life had yet a ſhorter Date! - 
I'm weary of this Fleſh which holds us here, 

And daſtards manly Souls with hope and fear ; 
Theſe heats and colds ſtill in qur Breaſts make War, 


Agues and Feavers all our Paſſions are. [Execunt. 


S E. oo. 


Cydaria and Alibech, betevixt the two Armies. 

Alib. Ke will crown your Name, if you prevent 
That Blood, which in this Battel will be ſpent ; 

Nor need you fear ſo juſt a Sute to move, 
Which both becomes your Duty and your Love. | 

Cyd. But think you he will come? their Camp is near, 
Ad he already knows I wait him here. 

Aub. You are too young your Power to underſtand, 
Lovers take wing upon the leaſt command; 
Already he is here. 

Enter Cortez and Vaſquez to them. 

Cort. Methinks like two black Storms on either Hand, 
Our Spano Army and your Indians ſtand; 

This only ſpace betwixt the Clouds is clear, 
Where you, like Day, broke looſe from both appear. 

Cyd. Thoſe cloſing Skies might ſtill continue bright, 
But who can help it if you'll make it Night? 

The Gods have given you Power of Life and Death, 
Like them to fave or ruin with a Breath. 

Cort. That Power they to your Father did diſpoſe, 
'Twas in his Choice to make us Friends or Foes. 

Aub. Injurious Strength would Rapine ſtil! excaſe, 
By off ring Terms the weaker muſt refuſe ; 

And ſuch as theſe your hard Conditions are, 
You threaten Peace, and you invite a War. 

Cort. If for my ſelf to Conquer here I came, 
You might perhaps my Actions juſtly blame: 
Now I am ſent, and am not to diſpute 
My Prince's Orders, but to execute. | 

Alib. He, who his Prince ſo blindly does obey, 
To keep his Faith his Virtue throws away. 

Cort. Monarchs may err, but ſhould each private Breaſt 
Judge their ill Acts, they would diſpute their beſt. 
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Cyd. Then all yout Care is for your Prince [ fee, 
Your Truth to him out-weighs your Love to me; 

You may ſo cruel to deny me prove, 
But never after that pretend to Love. | 

Cort. Command my Life, and I will ſoon obey, 
To fave my Honour I my Blood will pay. 

Cyd. What is this Honour which does Love controy! } 

Cort. A raging Fit of Virtue in the Soul ; 

A painful Burden which great Minds muſt bear, 
Obtain'd with Danger, and poſſeſt with Fear. 

Cyd. Lay down that Burden if it painful grow, 
You'll find, without it, Love will lighter go. 

Cort. Honour once loſt is never to be found. 

Alib. Perhaps he looks to have both Paſſions crown'd. 
Firſt dye his Honour in a purple Flood, 

'Then Court the Daughter in the Father's Blood. 

Cort. The edge of War I'll from the Battel take, 
And ſpare her Father's Subjects for her ſake. 
Sd. I cannot love you leſs when I'm refus'd, 

But I can die to be unkindly us'd ; 

Where ſhall a Maid's diſtracted Heart find Reſt, 
If ſhe can miſs it in her Lover's Breaſt ? 

Cort. I till To-morrow will the Fight delay, 
Remember you have conquer'd me To-day. 

Alib. This Grant deſtroys all you have urg'd before, 
Honaur could not give this, or can give more; 

Our Women in the foremoſt Ranks appear, 

March to the Fight, and meet your Mittreſs there: | 
Into the thickeſt Squadrons ſhe muſt run, } 
Kill her, and ſee what Honour will be won. | 

Cyd. I muſt be in the Battcl, but I'll go | 
With empty Quiver, and unbended Bow ; 

Not draw an Arrow in this fatal Strife, 
For fear its Point ſhould reach your noble Lite. 
Enter Pizarro. 

Cort. No more: your - Kindneſs wounds me to tht 
Honour be gone, what art thou but a Breath ? [ Death: 
III live, proud of my Infamy and Shame, 

Grac'd with no Triumph but a Lover's Name; 

Men can but ſay, Love did his Reaſon blind, ; 
And Love's the nobleſt Frailty of the Mind. 
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Draw oft my Men, the War's already done, 
Piz. Your Orders come too late, the Fight's begun, 
The Enemy gives on with fury led, 
And fierce Orbellan combats in their Head. 
Cort. He juſtly fears a Peace with me would prove 
Of ill Concernment to his haughty Love; 
Retire, fair Excellence, I go to meet 
New Honour, but to lay it at your Feet. 
[Exeunt Cortez, Vaſquez ard Pizarro. 
Enter Odmar and Guyomar to Alibech and Cydaria. 
Odm. Now, Madam, fince a Danger does appear 
Worthy my Courage, though below my Fear, 
Give leave to him who may in Battel die, 
Before his Death to ask his Deſtiny. 
Guy. He cannot die whom you command to live, 
Before the Fight you can the Conqueſt give; 
Speak where you'll place it? 
Alib. —— Briefly then to both, 
One I in ſecret love, the other loath ; 


But where I hate, my Hate I will not ſhow, 


And he I love, my Love ſhall never know ; 
True Worth ſhall gain me, that it may be ſaid, 
Deſert, not Fancy, once a Woman led. 

He who in Fight his org, x ſhall oppoſe 

With moſt Succeſs againſt his Country's Foce, 

From me ſhall all that Recompence receive 

That Valour merits, or that Love can give 

'Tis true my Hopes and Fears are all for one, 

But Hopes and Fears are to my ſelf alone. 

Let him not ſhun the Danger of the Strife, 

I but his Love, his Country claims his Life. 
Odm. All Obſtacles my Courage ſhall remove. 
Guy. Fall on, fall on. 

Om. — For Liberty. 
Guy, — For Love. [ Exeunt, the Women following. 


8CENE changes to the Indian Country, 


Enter Montezuma attended by the Indians. | 
Mont. Charge, charge, their Ground the faint Taxallar: 


Bold in cloſe Ambuſh, baſe in open Field: — {yidld, 
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The envious Devil did my Fortune wrong: 
Thus Fought, thus Cenquęr d I, when I was young. Zi 
| Alarm, Enter Cortez Bloody. 

Cort. Furies purſue theſe falle Taxallars Flight, 
Dare they be Friends to us, and dare net Fight ? 
What Friends can Cowards be, what hopes ap 
Of help from ſuch, who where they hate ſhow Fear! 

Enter Pizarro and Vaſquez. 


Pix. The Field grows thin, and thoſe that now rema; | 


Appear but like the Shadows of the Slain. 

Vas. The fierce old King is vaniſh'd from the Place, 
And in a Cloud of duſt purſues the Chaſe. 

Cort. Their eager Chaſe diſorder d does appear, 
Command our Horſe to charge them in therear;[7Piz, 
You to our old Caſilian Foot retire, [To Valy, 
Who yet ftand firm, and at their Backs give Fire. 

| [Exeunt ſeveralh, 
Enter Odmar and ng ot; * each other in the 
g attel. 7 

Odm. Where haſt thou been ſince firſt the Fight began, 

Thou leſs than Woman in the Shape of Man! 
Guy. Where I have done what may thy Envy move, 
Things worthy of my Birth, and of my Love. 

Odm. Two bold Taxallans with one Dart I flew, 
And left it ſticking ere my Sword I drew. 

Sy. I ſought not Honour on fo baſe a Train, 
Such Cowards by our Women may be ſlain ; 

I fell'd along a Man of bearded Face, 

His Limbs all cover'd with a ſhining Caſe : 

So wondrous hard, and ſo ſecure of wound, 

It made my Sword, tho' edg'd with Flint, rebound. | 

Odm. I killd a double Man, the one half lay 
Vpon the Ground, the other ran away. 
| Guns go off 9within. 
Enter Montezuma out of Breath, with him Alibech and 


an Indian. 
Mont. All's loſt 
Our Foes with 1 and with Thunder fight, 
My Men in vain ſhun Death by ſhameful Flight; 


f 


For Deaths inviſible come wing'd with Fire, 
They hear a dreadful Noiſe, and fraght expir. , 


= 7 
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Take, Gods, that Soul Mid in ſpight create, 
And made it Great to be {fortunate : 
Il Fate for me unjuſtly you Mpvide, 3 
Great Souls are Sparks of yo own heav'nly Pride: 
That Luſt of Power we from pur God heads have, 
You're bound to pleaſe thoſe Mpetites you gave. 
Enter Vaſquez and Pizarl vit Spaniards. 
Vaſq. Pizarro, I have hunteMard to Day 
Into our Toils the nobleſt of the Nrey; g 
Seize on the King, and him your M ſoner make, 
While I in kind Revenge my Tal take. 
[Pizarro with two goes to attaWWyhe King. Vaſquez 
with another to ſeize Alibeq; ' | 
Guy. Their Danger is alike, when all I free? 
Om. I'll follow Love. | 
Guy. —— I'I follow Piety.  ® | 
Odmar retreats from Vaſquez with Miibech of the 
Stage, Guyomar fights for his Fath 
Guy. Fly, Sir, while I give back that Li 
Mine is well loſt, if J your Life can fave. 
[Montezuma fights off, Guyomar making 5 


"x 
oy. is more than Man can do to ſcape them al 
Stay, let rae ſee where nobleſt I may fall. 
He runs at Vaſquez, is ſeiz'd behind and tak 
Vaſgq. Conduct him off, a 
And give Command he ſtrictly ed be. 
Guy. In vain are Guards, Death ſets the Valiant free. 
| Exit Guyomar with Guards. 
Vaſq. A glorious Day! and bravely was it fought, 
Great Fame our General in great Dangers ſought ; 
From his ſtrong Arm I faw Tis Rival run, 
And in a Croud th* unequal Combat ſhun. 
Enter Cortez leading Cydaria, who ſeems crying, and 
begging of him. | 
Cort. Man's Force 1s fruitleſs, and your Gods would fait 
To fave the City, but your Tears prevail; 
Pll of my Fortune no Advantage make, 
Thoſe Terms they had once giv'n, they ſtill may take, 
Od. Heav'n has of Right all Victery deſign'd, 
Where boundleſs Power _ in a Will confin d; 
1 


ou gave, 


treat, 


Your 
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Your Spanjſb Honour does the World excel. 
Cort. Our greateſt Honour is in loving well. 
Od. Strange ways you practiſe there to win a Heart, 

Here Love is Nature, but with you *cis Art. 

Cort. Love is with us, as natural as here, 

But fetter'd up with Cuſtoms more ſevere. 

In tedious Courtſhip we declare our Pain, 

And ere we Kindneſs find, firſt mect Diſdain. 

Cyd. If Women love, my needleſs Pains endure, 
Their Pride and Folly but delay their Cure. 

Cort. What you mif-call their Folly, is their Care, 
They know how fickle common Lovers are: 
Their Oatks and Vows are cautioufly believ'd, 

For few there are but have been once deceir'd. 

Cyd. But if they are not tsuſted when they Vow, 
What other Marks of Paſſion can they ſhow ? 

Cort. With Feaſts, and Muſick,all that brings Delight, 
Men treat their Ears, their Palates, and their Sight. 

Czd. Your Gallants ſure have little Eloquence, 
Failing to move the Soul, they court the Senſe: 
With Pomp, and Trains, and in a Crowd they Woce, 
When true Felicity is but in two ; 

But can ſuch Toys your Womens Paſions move? 

This is but Noiſe ani Tumult, 'tis not Love. 

Cort. I have no reaſon, Madam, to excuſe 
Thoſe ways of Gallantry I did not uſe; 

My Love was true, and on a nobler Score. 

Cd. Your Love! alas! then lave you lov'd before! 

Cort. Tis true I lov'd, but ſhe is dead, ſhe's dead, 
And I ſhould think with her all Beauty fled, 

Did not her fair Reſemblance live in you, 

And by that Image, my firſt Flames rerew. 

Cyd. Ah happy Beauty whoſoc'er thou art! 

Tho? dead, thou keep'ſt Poſſeſſion of his Heart; 

Thou mak'ſt me jealous to the laſt degree, 

And art my Rival in his Memory ; 

Within his Memory, ah, more than fo, 

Thou liv'it and triumpIW o'er Cydaria too. | 
Cort. What ftrange Diſquiet has uncalm'd your 

Breaſt, : 

Inhuman Fair, to rob the Dead of Reſt 


Poor 
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Poor Heart! ſhe ſlumbers in her ſilent Tomb, 
Let her poſſeſs in Peace that narrow Room. 
Cyd. Poor Heart! he pities and bewails her Death ! 
Some God, much hated Soul, reſtore thy Breath, 
That I may kill thee ; but ſome eaſe *twill be, 
['ll kill my ſelf for but reſembling thee. 
Cort. 1 dread your Anger, your Diſquiet fear, 
But Blows from Hands ſo ſoft who would not bear ? 
80 kind a Paſſion why ſhould J remove? 
Since Jealouſie but ſhows how well we love. 
Yet Jealouſie ſo ſtrange I never knew, 
Can ſhe who loves me not, difquiet you? 
For in the Grave no Paſſions fill the Breatt, 
'Tis all we gain by Death to be at reft. 
Cyd. That ſhe no longer Loves, brings no Relief; 
Your Love to her ſtill lives, and that's my Grief. 
Cort. The Object of Defire once ta'en away, 
'Tis then not Love but 24 which we pay. 
Cyd. Tis ſuch a Pity I ſhould never have, 
When I muſt lie forgotten in the Grave ; 
I meant to have oblig'd you when I dy'd, 
That after me you ſhould Love none beſide. 
But you are falſe already. +51 
Cort. If untrue, 
By Heav'n my Falſhood is to her, not you. 
Cd. Obſerve ſweet Heav'n how falſly he does ſwear, 
You ſaid you lov'd me for reſembling her. 
Cort. That Love was in me by Reſemblance bred. 
But ſhows you chear'd my Sorrows for the Dead. 
d. You ſtill repeat the Greatneſs of your Grief. 
Cort, Tf that was great, how great was the Relief! 
yd. The firſt Love ſtill the ſtrongeſt we account. 
Cort. That ſeems more ſtrong which could the firſt 
But if you ſtill continue thus unkind, _ [ſurmoant : 
Whom I love beſt, you by my Death ſhall find. 
Gd. If you ſhould die, my Death ſhould yours purſue, 
But yet I am not ſatisfied you're true. | 
Cort. Hear me, ye Gods, and puniſh him you hear, 
If ought within the World I hold ſo dear. 
*. You would deceive the Gods and me, ſhe's dead, 
is not in the World, whoſe Love I dread. 
N 4 Name 
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Name not the World, ſay nothing is ſo dear. 
Cort. Then nothing is, let that ſecure your Fear. 
Cyd. Tis Time muſt wear it off, but I muſt go. 
Can you your Conſtancy in Abſence ſhow ? 
Cort. Miſ-doubt my Conſtancy, and do not try, 
But ftay and keep me ever in your Eye. 
Cyd. If as a Priſoner I were here, you might 
Have then inſiſted on a Conqu'ror's Right, | 
And ſtay'd me here; but now my Love would be 
Th' effect of Force, and I would give it free. 
Cort. To doubt your Virtue or your Love were fin ! 
Call for the Captive Prince, and bring him in. 
7 Enter Guyomar baund and ſad. 
You look, Sir, as your Fate you could not bear. 
[To Guyomar, 
Are Spaniſh Fetters then ſo hard to wear? 
Fortune's unjuſt, ſhe ruins oft the Brave, 
And him who would be Victor makes the Slave. 
Gay. Son of the Sun, my Fetters cannot. be 
But Glorious for me, ſince put on by thee ; 
The Ills of Love, not thoſe of Fate, I fear, 
Theſe can I brave. but thoſe I cannot bear; 
My Rival Brother, while I'm held in Chains, 
In freedom reaps the Fruit of all my Pains. 
Cort. Let it be never ſaid that he whoſe Breaſt 
Ts filPd with Love, ſhould break a Lover's Reſt ; 
Haſte, loſe no time, your Siſter ſets you free. 
And tell the King, my generous Enemy, 
I offer ſtill thoſe Terms he had before, 
Only ask leave his Daughter to adore. 
Guy. Brother (that Name my. Breaſt ſhall ever own, 
[ He embraces him. 
The Name of Foe be but in Battels known ; ) 
For ſome few Days all Hoſtile Acts forbear, 
That if the King conſents, it ſeem not Fear: 
His Heart is noble, and great Souls muſt be 
Moſt ſought and courted in Adverſity. 
Three Days I hope the wiſh'd Succeſs will tell. 
Syd. Till that long time — | 
Got. — Tull that long time, farewel. [ Exe. ſeveral. 


ACT 


— 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 
SCENE, a Chamber Royal. 
Enter Odmar and Alibech. 
On. HE Gods, fair Alibech, had ſo decreed, 


Nor could my Valour againſt Fate ſucceed 3. 
Yet though our Army brought not Conqueit home, 
did not from the Fight inglorious come: 
If as a Victor you the Brave regard, 
Succeſsleſs 2 may hope Reward: 
And J returning ſaſe, may juſtly boaſt 
To win the Prize which my dear Brother loſt. 
| Enter Guyomar behind him. 
Guy. No, no, thy Brother lives, and lives to be 
A Witneſs, both againſt Himſelf and thee ;- 
Tho' both in Safety are return'd again, 
I bluſh to aſk her Love for vanquiſn'd Men. 
Odm. Brother, I'Il not diſpute but you are brave, 
Yet I was free, and you it ſeems a Slave. 
Guy. Odmar, tis true, that I was Captive led; 
As publickly is known, as that you fled ; 
But of two Shames if ſhe muſt one partake, 
Ithink the Choice will not be hard to make. | 
Odm. Freedom and Bondage in her Choice remain, 
Dar't thou expect ſhe will put on thy Chain? 
Guy. No, no, fair Alibech give him the Crown, 
My Brother is return'd with high Renown: 
He thinks by Flight his Miſtreſs muſt be won, 
And claims the Prize becauſe he beſt did run. 
Alib. Your Chains were glorious; and your Flight 
But neither have o'ercome your Enemies: [wiſe; - 
My ſecret Wiſhes would my Choice decide, 
Bot open Juſtice bends. to neither fide. 
Odm. Juſtice already does my Right approve, - 
If him who loves you moſt, you molt ſhould love, 
N 5; My- 
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My Brother poorly from your Aid withdrew, 
But L my Father left to ſuccour you. 

Guy. Her Country ſhe did to her ſelf 3 
Him who fought heſt, not who defended her; 
Since ſhe her Intereſt for the Nation's wav'd, | 
Then I who ſav'd the King, the Nation ſav'd; 
Your aiding her, your Country did betray, 

I aiding him, did her Commands obey. 
Dam. Name it no more; in Love there is a time 
When dull Obedience is the greateſt Crime ; 
She to her Country's uſe reſign'd your Sword, 
And vou kind Lover took her at her word; 
You did your Duty to — Love prefer, 
Seek your reward from uy, not from her 

Guy. In acting what my Duty did require, 
"Twas hard for me to quit my own Deſire, 
That fought for her which when I did ſubdue, 
*Twas much the eaſier Taſk J left for you. 

Alth. Odmar a more than common Love has ſhown, 
And Gayomar's was ter, or was none ; 

Which I ſhould chubbGine God dire& my Breaſt, 
The certain Good, or the uncertain Beſt : 

I cannot chuſe, you both diſpute in vain, 
Time and your future Acts muſt make it plain; 
Firſt raiſe the Siege, and ſet your Country free, 
not the Judge but the Reward will he. 


To them, Enter Montezuma talking wwith Almeria and 
Orbellan. 


Mont. Madam, I think with reaſon I extol 
The Virtue of the Spar; General; 
When all the Gods our Ruin have fore-told, 
Yet generouſly he does his Arms with-hold, 
And offering Peace the firſt Conditions make. 
Alm. When Peace is offer'd *tis too late to take; 
For one poor Loſs to ſtoop to Terms like thoſe, 
Were we o'ercome, what could they worſe impoſe! 
Go, go, with Homage your proud Victors meet, 
Go lye like Dogs beneath your Maſters Feet, 
Go and beget them Slaves to dig their Mines, 


And groan for Gold which now in Temples hay 1 


- 
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Your ſhameful Story ſhall record of me, =o” 

The Men all crouch'd, and left a Woman free. 
Guy. Had I not fought, or durſt not Fight again, 

I my ſuſpected Counſel ſhould refrain: 

For I wiſh Peace, and any Terms prefer 

Before the laſt Extremities of War. 

We but exaſp'rate thoſe we cannot harm, 

And Fighting gains us but to die more warm: 

If that be Cowardiſe, which dares not ſee 

The inſolent Effects of Victory, 

The Rape of Matrons, and their Childrens Cries; 

Then I am fearful, let the Brave adviſe. | 
Odm. Keen cutting Swords, and Engines killing far, 

Have proſperouſly begun a doubtful War: 

But now our Foes with Jeſs advantage Fight, 

Their Strength decreaſes with our Indians Fright. 
Mont. This noble Vote does with my Wiſh comply, 


I am for War. 
Alm. And ſo am I. 
Ort. And I. 


Ment. Then ſend to break the Truce, and I'll take care 
To chear the Soldiers, and for Fight prepare. " 
[Exe. Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar and Alibech. 
Alm. to Orb. Tis now the Hour which all to reſt 
Allow, ' Almeria fays Orbellan. 
And Sleep ſits heavy upon every Brow ; 
In this dark Silence ſoftly leave the T'own, 
[Guyomar returns and hears them. 
And to the General's Tent, tis quickly known, 
Direct your Steps: You may difpatch him ſtrait, 
Drown'd in his Sleep, and eaſy for his Fate: 
Beſides, the Truce will make the Guards more ſlack. 
Orb. Courage which leads me on, will bring me back: 
But I more fear the Baſeneſs of the thing : 
Remorſe, you know, bears a perpetual Sting. 
Alm. For mean Remorſe no room the Valiant finds, 
Repentance is the Virtue of weak Minds ; 
For want of Judgment keeps them doubtfull ſill, 
They may repent of Good who can of III; 
But daring Courage makes III Actions good, 
Tis fooliſh ity ſpares a Rival's Blood A. 1 
ou 
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Vou ſnall about it 7 * [ Excunt Alm. an Oh, 
Guy. Would they bet | 
His ſleeping Virtue, by fo mean a'way ! 
And yet this Spaniard is our Nation's Poe, 
I wiſh him dead —— but cannot with it ſo; 
Either my Country never muſt be freed, 
Or I gonſenting to fo black a Deed. | 
Would Chance had never led my Steps this way, 
Now if he dies, I murther him, not they ; 
Something "muſt be reſolv'd ere tis too late, 
He gave me freedom, [I'll prevent his Fate. Ex. Guy. 


SCENE u. A Camp. 


Euter Cortez atone in a Nightgown. 
Cort. All things are huſh'd, as Nature's felf lay dead, 
The Mountains Phot to nod their drowſy Head, 
The little Birds in dreams their Songs repeat, 
And ſleeping Flowers beneath the Night-dew ſweat ; 
Ev'n Luſt and Envy ſleep, yet Love denies 
Reſt to my Soul, and Slumber to my Eyes. 
Three Days I promis'd to attend my Doom, 
And two long Days and Nights are yet tq come : 
Tis ſure the Noite of ſome tumultuous Fight, [ Noi/e avithir. 
They break the Truce, and fally out by Night. 
Enter Orbellan flying in the dark, his Sword dranwn.. 
Orb. Betray'd I purſi'd ! O whither ſhall I fly? 
See, fee, the juſt Reward of Treachery !- 
I'm ſure among the Tents, but know not where; 
Even Night wants Darkueſs to ſecure my Fear. 
[Comes near Cortez, who hears hin. 
Cort. Stand, who goes there? g 
Orb. Alas, what ſhall I fay ! Afi. 
A poor Taxallan that miſtook his way, 7% him, 
And wanders in the Terrors of the Night. [fright? 
Cort. Souldier thou ſeem*ſt afraid, whence comes thy 
Orb. The Inſolence of Spaniards caus'd my Fear, 
Who in the dark purſu'd me entring here. 
Cort. Their Crimes ſhall meet immediate Puniſhment, 
Bat ſtay thou ſafe within the General's Tent. 
Orb. Still worſe and worle, * 


Cort: 


-- 
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Cort. — Fear not, but follow me, 
Upon my Life I'll ſet thee ſafe and free. 
[Cortez lads him in, and returns. 
To him Vaſquez, Pizarro and Spaniards dirt Torches. 
£2 O Sir, thank Heaven, and your brave Ivdiar 


d 


riend, 
That you are ſafe ; Orbellan did intend + 
This Night to Kill you ſleeping in your Tent : 
But Guyomar his truſty Slave 
Who following 1 * Steps 1 2 ht 
Till in our Camp tl approach'd the Light, 
Cry'd, Seize the Traytor, ſeize the Fran _gg 
The cruel Villain fted I know not yhere, 
But far he is not, for he this Wa ſuc 

Pix. Th'inraged Soldiers ſee m Tent to Tent, 
With lighted Torches, and in Love bp you, 
With bloody Vows his hated Life E ue. pd 

Vaſg. This Meſſenger does fince he came relate, 

That the old King, after a long debate, 70 
By his imperious Niftreſf blindly led, 
Has gem Cydaria As Wat nag th * 

Cort. Va - truſty Slave with you retain, - 

Retire a wie T call you back =" Sk 
WTF [Exeunt Vaſq. and Pia. 
| Cortez at his Tent Door. * 

Cort. Indian come forth, your Enemies are gone, 

And I, who ſav'd you from them, here alone. 
Enter Orbellan Holding his Face afide. 

You hide your Face, as you were ſtill afraid: 

Dare you not look on him who gave you Aid? 

Orb. Moon ſlip behind ſome Cloud, ſome Tempeſt riſe 
And blow out all the Stars that light the Skies, | 
To ſhrowd my Shame. 

Cort. Tn vain you turn afide,. 

And hide your Face, your Name you cannot hide; 
I know my Rival and his black Deſign. 

Orb. Forgive it as my Paſſion's Fault, not mine. 

Cort. In your Excuſe your Love does little ſay, 
You might howe'er have took a fairer way. 

Orb. Tis true my Paſſion ſmall defence can make, 
Let you muſt ſpare me for your Honour's fake ; 
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That was engag d to ſet me ſafe and free. 

Cort. "Twas to a Stranger, not an Enemy: 
Nor is it prudence to prolong thy Breath, 
When all my Hopes depend upon thy Death —. 
— Yet none ſhall tax me with baſe Perjury ; 
Something I'll do, both for my ſelf and thee ; 
With yow'd Revenge my Soldiers ſearch each Tent, 
If tho; art ſeen, none can thy Death prevent; 
Follow my ſteps with ſilence and with haſte. 

They go out, the Scene changes to the Indian Country, 

Cort. Now you are ſafe, you have my Out- 

Orb. Then here I take my n ey 

Cort. Orbel, | 
When you return, y 
Ill ſend a Meſhage. 

Orb. Let it be expreſt, 

Jam in haſte. | 

Cort. _— I'll write it in your Breaſt —— Draws. 

Orb. What means my Rival? 

Cort. Either fight or die, 

I'll not ſtrain Honour to a point too high; 

I fav'd your Life, and keep it if you can, 

Cydaria ſhall be for the braveſt Mann 

On equal Terms you ſhall your Fortune try, 

Take this, and lay your flint-edg'd Weapon by ; 
[Gives him a Sword, 

I'll arm you for my Glory, and purſue 

No Palm, but what's to manly Virtue due. 

Fame with my Conqueſt, ſhall my Courage tell, 

This you ſhall gain by placing Love fo well. 

Orb. Fighting with you ungrateful I appear. 

Cort. Under that Shadow thou would'ſt hide thy Fear: 
Thou would'|t poſſeſs thy Love at thy return, 
And in her Arms my eaſy Virtue ſcorn. 

Orb. Since we muſt Fight, no longer let's delay, 
The Moon ſhines clear, and makes a paler Day. p- 

[They fieht, Orbelian is wounded in the Hand, 
his Sword falls out of it. 

Cert. To Courage, ev'n of Foes, there's Pity due, 
It was not I, but Fortune vanquiſh'd you ; 

| | | Throws his Sword again. 
Thank 


» NO, 
to Cydaria go, 
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Thank me with that, and fo diſpute the Prize, 
As if you fought before 5 's 2 | 
Orb. I would not poorly ſuch a Gift requite, 
You gave me not this Sword to yield, but fight ; 
[He flrives to hold it but cannot. 
But ſee where yours has forc'd its bloody way, | 
My wounded Hand my-Heart does ill bey. 
Cort. Unlucky Honour that controul'ſt my Will ! 
Why have I vanquiſh'd, fince I muſt not kill ? 
Fate ſees thy Life lodg'd in a brittle Glaſs, 
And looks it 1 but to it cannot paſs. 
Orb. All I can do is frankly to confeſs, 
| wiſh I could, but cannot love her leſs; 
To ſwear I would reſign her, were but vain, 
Love would recall that perjur'd Breath again ; 
And in my wretched Caſe *twill be more juſt 
Not to have promis'd, than deceive your 'Truft, 
Know, if I live once more to ſee the Town, 
In bright Cydaria's Arms my Love Pl crown. 
Cort. In ſpight of that I give thee Liberty, 
And with thy Perſon leave thy Honour free. 
But to thy Wiſhes move a ſpeedy pace, 
Or Death will ſoon o'ertake thee in the Chaſe. 
To Arms, to Arms, Fate ſhows my Love the way, 


ll force the City on thy Nuptial Day. [Exeune ſeveralh. 


SCENE III. Mexico. 


Enter Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, Almeria. 
Mont. It moves my wonder that in two Days ſpace, 
This early Famine ſpreads ſo ſwift a pace. 
On. Tis, Sir, the general Cry; nor ſeems it ſtrange, 
The face of Plenty ſhould ſo ſwiftly change ; 
This City never felt a Siege before, 
But from the Lake is daily Store, 
Which now ſhut up, and Millions crowded here, 
Famine will ſoon in multitudes a ou 1 
Mont. The more the Number, ſi the greater Shame. 
Alm. What if ſome one ſhould ſeek immortal Fame, 
By ending of the Siege at one brave Blow ? | 
Mont. That were too happy! / 
Alm. Yet it may be fo. 


What 
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What if the Spaniſb General ſhould be flain ? 


Guy. Juſt Heav'n I hope does other ways ordain. 
Mont. If flain by 'Treaſon, I lament his Death 


. \Enter Orbellan and whiſpers his Sifter. 


[ lite 


Odm. Orbellan ſeems in haſte and out of Breath. 


Mont. Orbellan welcome, you are early here, 


A Bridegroom's haſte does in your Looks a : 
eria ade to ber Brothes. 


Alm. Betray'd! no, *twas thy Cowardiſe, and Feat, 


He had not ſcap'd with Lite, had I been there 
But fince fo ill you act a brave Deſign, 


Keep cloſe your Shame, Fate makes the next turn mixe. 


Enter Alibech, and Cydaria. 


Aub. O Sir, if ever Pity touch'd your Breaſt, 


Let it be now to your own Blood expreſt: 


In Tears, your beauteous Daughter drowns her Sight, 


Silent as Dews that fall in dead of Night. 


Os To your Commands I ſtrict Obedience owe, 
An 


my laſt Act of it I come to ſhow : 
I want the Heart to die before your Eyes, 
But Grief will finiſh that which Fear denies. 


Alm. Your Will ſhould by your Father's Precept move. 
Cyd. When he was young he taught me truth in Love. 
An. He found more Love than he deſerv'd, *tis true, 


And that it ſeems is lucky too to you ; 
Your Father's Folly took a head-ftrong Courſe, 


But I'Il rule yours, and teach you Love by force. 


Enter Meffenger. 


Meß. Arm, Arm, O King! the Enemy comes on, 
A ſharp Aſſault already is begun; : | 
— en the Walls. 


Their murdering Guns play 


Odm. Now Rival, let us run where Honour calls. 
Guy. I have diſcharg'd what Gratitude did owe, 
And the brave Spamiard is again my Foe. 7 25 
| [Exeunt ar and Guyomar, 
Mont. Our Walls are high, and multitudes defend: 


Their vain Attempt muſt in their Ruin end; 
The Nuptials with my Preſence ſhall be grac'd. 


lib. At leaſt but ftay till the Aſſault be paſt. 


Alm. Siſter, in vain you urge him to delay, 
The King has promis'd, and he ſhall obey. 


—— 


I 
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Enter ſecund Menger. 
2 M. From ſeveral Parts the Enemy's repelld, 
one only Quarter to th 1 * 7 
Enter third Maſnger. 
Maß Some Foes are enter d, E 8 are ſo few, 
They only Death, not Victory purſt 
Orb. Hark, hark, they ſhout | 
From Virtue's Ae I do too meanly ſwerve, 
by my Courage will your Love deſerve. (bel. 
Mint. Here m the Heart of all the Town I'll tay; _ 
And timely Succour where it wants con 
A Noiſe within. Enter Orbellan, Indians driver in, | 
Cortez aer them, and one or two Spaniards. 
Cert. He's found, he's found ! degenetate Coward, ſtay : 
Night ſav d thee once, thou ſhalt not CE by Day. 
04 * 
r 


OT am una __ | [Dies. 
Enter Guyomar and Odmar. 
| Guy. Yield generous Stranger, and preſerve your Life, 
Wiychuſe y ou Death in this ual Strife ? [He is beſte. 
Almeria and Alibech fall on an's Body. 

Cort. What nobler Fate could any Lover meet? 

] fall reveng'd, and at my Miſtreſs Feet. 

[They fall on him and bear him ababn, Guyomar 
takes his Seword. 

Alb. He's paſt recovery; my dear Brother's ſlain, 
Fate's Hand was in it, an my are is va in. 

An. In weak Complaints you vainly waſte ydur Breath: 
They are not Tears that 3 revenge his 
Diſpatch the Villain ſtrai 

Cort. — The Village's s dead. 

Alm. Give me a Sword, and let me take his Head. 

. 18 Though, Madam, for your Brother's Loſs I grieve, 
et let me 
Alm. ——- —— His Murderer may live? 

Od. Twas his 1 fortune and the Chance of War. 

Cort. It was my fe, and I Kill d him fair: 
How could you 0 Un and cruel prove, 

To call that Chance, Wel was tis Act of Love? 
Cd. I call'd it any thin ons to fave your Life: 

Would he were living and I his Wife. 

. Wiſh was de BY e Miſery : | 

but "tis a greater to behold you die. Alm. 
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Alm. Either command his Death upon the place, 
Or never more behold Almeria s Face. 
Guy. You by his Valour, once from Death were freed : 
Can you forget ſo generous a Deed ? [To Montezuma. 
Mont. How Gratitude and Love divide my Breaſt! 
Both ways alike my Soul is robb'd of Reſt. 
But —— let him die Can I his Sentence give ? 
Ungrateful, muſt he die by whom I live? 
But can I then Almeria's Tears deny! 
Should any live whom ſhe commands to die ? 
| þ Guy. Approach who dares: He yielded on my word; 
nd as my Pris'ner, I reſtore his Sword. [ Gives his Sued. 
His Life concerns the Safety of the State, 
And I'll _— it 1 _ . 
Mont. ſt thou rebel, falſe an te ? 
That Being which T gave, I thus deſtroy. * 
fOfers to kill him, Odmar eps between, 
Odm. My Brother's Blood I cannot ſee you ſpill, 
Since he prevents you but from doing III. 
He is my Rival, but his Death would be 
For him too glorious. and too baſe for me. 
© Guy. Thou ſhalt not Conquer in this noble Strife: 
Alas, I meant not to defend my Life : 
Strike, Sir, you never pierc'd a Breaſt more true ; l 
Tis the laſt Wound 1 &'er can take for you. 
You ſee I live but to diſpute your Will ; 
Kill me, and then you may my Pris ner kill. 1 
Cort. You ſhall not, gen'rous Youths, contend for me: 
It is enough that I your Honour ſee : | 
But that your Duty may no blemiſh take, 
I will my ſelf your Father's Captive make: 
| [| Gives his Saword to Montezuma. 
When he dares ſtrike, I am prepar'd to fall: 
The Spaniards will revenge their General. 
Od. Ah you too haſtily your Life reſign, 
You more would love it, if you valued mine ! 
Cort. Diſpatch me quickly, I my Death forgive, 
I ſhall grow tender elſe, and wiſh to live ; 
Such an inſectious Face her Sorrow wears, 
I can bear Death, but not Cydaria's Tears. 
" Alm. Make haſte, make haſte, they merit Death all 
They for Rebellion, and for Murder he. * 


— 


» 
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ve, ſee, my Brether's Ghoſt hangs hovering there 

(Ver his warm Blood, that ſteams into the Air, 
enge, Revenge it cries. 

2 yo it ſhall have; 

But two Days reſpite for his Life I crave : 

in that ſpace you not more gentle prove, 

Ill give a fatal Proof how well I love. 

Till when, you Guyomar, your Pris'ner take; 

Beftow him in the Caſtle on the Lake: 

in that ſmall time I ſhall the Conqueſt gain 

Of theſe few Sparks of Virtue which remain; 

Then all who ſhall my head-long Paſſion ſee, 

Shall Curſe my Crimes, and yet ſhall pity me. [ Ex. omnes. 


ACT IV. SCENE 1. 
SCENE, A Prii. 


Ter Almeria and an Indian, they ſpeak entring. 


Id. A Dangerous Proof of my Reſpe& I ſhow. 
Alm. Fear not, Prince Guyomar ſhall never 
While he 1s abſent let us not delay, Know: 
Remember 'tis the King thou doſt obey. 
Ind. See where he ſleeps. | 
| Cortez appears chain'd and laid afleep. 
Alm. Without my coming wait: 
And on thy Life ſecure the Priſon Gate [ Exit Indian. 
[be plucks out a Dagger, and approaches him. 
ianiard, awake: thy fatal Hour is come: 
[hou ſhalt not at ſuch eaſe receive thy Doom. 
Revenge is ſure, though ſometimes flowly pac'd : 
awake, awake, or ſleeping ſleep thy laſt. 
Cort. Who names Revenge ? 
Alm. — Look up, and thou ſhalt ſee. 
Cort. I cannot fear fo fair an Enemy. 
Aim. No Aid is nigh, nor can'ſt thou make Defence: 
hence can thy Courage come? 
6. From Innocence. 


Aim. 


4 
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Alm. From Innocence ? let that then take thy Part. 
Still are thy Looks aſſur d — have at thy Heart 

[ Holds up the Dagger. 
I cannot kill thee; ſure thou bear ſt ſome Charm,[Goes back. 
Or ſome Divinity holds back my Arm. 
Why do I thus delay to make him Bleed? [ 444. 
Can I want Courage for ſo brave a Deed ? 
I've ſhook it off; my Soul is free from Fear. [Comes again. 
And I can now ftrike any where but here: 
His Scorn of Death how ſtrangely does it move ! 
A Mind ſo haughty who could chuſe but love! [Goes of. 
Plead not a Charm, or any God's Command, 
Alas, it is thy Heart that holds thy Hand : 
In ſpight of me I love, and ſee too late 
My Mother's Pride muſt find my Mother's Fate. 
Thy Country's Foe, thy Brother's Murtherer, 
For ſhame, Almeria, ſuch mad Thoughts forbear : 
It Wonnot be, if I once more come on: [ Coming on again. 
I ſhall miſtake the Breaft, and pierce my own. 
| [ Comes with ber Dagger down. 

Cart. Does your Revenge maliciouſly forbear | 
To give me Death, till tis prepar'd by Fear ? 

If you delay for that, forbear or ſtrike, 
Fore- ſeen and ſudden Death are both alike. 

Alm. To ſhow my Love, would but increaſe his Pride: 
They have moſt Power who moſt theirPaſſions hide. [ 4fiae. 
Spaniard, I muſt confeſs I did expect | 
You could not meet your Death with ſuch negle &; 

I will defer it now, and give you time : 
You may Repent, and I forget your Crime. 

Cort. Thoſe who repent, 1 of they do ill: 
I did not unprovok'd your Brother kill. 

Alm. Petition me, perhaps I may forgive. 

Cort. Who begs his Life, does not — to live. 

Alm. But if tis given, you'll not refuſe to take? 

Cort. I can live gladly for Cydaria's fake. 

Alm. Does ſhe ſo wholly then poſſeſs your Mind ? 
What if you ſhould another Lady find, | 

Equal to her in Birth, and far above 
In all that can attract, or keep your Love, 
Would you ſo doat upon your firſt Defire, 
As not to entertain a nobler Fire ? 
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Cort. I think. that Perſon hardly will be found, 
With gracious Form and copy Virtue crown'd : 
Yet if another could Precedence claim, 

My fixt Deſires could find no fairer Aim. 

Alm. Dull Ignorance! he cannot yet conceive : 
Toſpeak more plain, Shame will not give me leave. de. 
—S$uppoſe one lov'd you whom even Kings adore : [To bim. 
Who with your Life, your Freedom would reſtore, 

And add to that the Crown of Mexico: | 
Would you, for her, Cydaria's Love fore-go ? 

Cort. Though ſhe could offer all you can invent, - 
could not of my Faith, once vow'd, repent. 

Alm. A burning Bluſh has cover'd all my Face ; 
Why am I forc'd to publiſh my Diſgrace? 

What if I love? you know it cannot be, 
And yet I blaſh to put the Caſe *twere me. 
If I could love you with a Flame ſo true, | 
I could forget what Hand my Brother flew? ——— 
Make out the reſt, — I am diforder'd fo, l 
I know not farther what to ſay or do: 
———- But anſwer me to what you think I meant. 
Cort. Reaſon or Wit no Aßſwer can invent: 
Of Words confus'd who can the Meaning find ? 

Alm. Diſorder'd Words ſhow a diſtemper'd Mind. 

Cort. She has oblig'd me ſo, that could I chuſe, 

J would not anſwer what I muſt refuſe. Aide. 
Alm. — His Mind is ſhook ; — ſuppoſe I lov'd you, 
Would you for me Cydaria's Fetters break ? Iſpeak, 
Cort. Things meant in Jeſt, no ſerious Anſwer need. 

Alm. But put the Caſe that it were ſo indeed. 

Cort. If it were ſo, which but to think were Pride, 
My conſtant Love would dangerouſly be try'd : 

For ſince you could a Brother's Death forgive, 
He whom you ſave, for you alone ſhould live: 
But I the moſt unhappy of Mankind, 

Ere I knew yours, have all my Love reſign'd : 
'Tis my own Loſs I grieve, who have no more; 
You go a begging to a Bankrupt's Door. 

Yet could I change, as ſure I never can, 

How could you love ſo infamous a Man? 

For Love once given from her, and plac'd in you, 
Would leave no Ground I ever could be trye. 


© ff 
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Alm. You conſtrued me aright — I was in Jeſt: 
And by that Offer meant to ſound your Breaſt ; 
Which ſince I find ſo conſtant to your Love, 
Will much my Value of your Worth improve. 
Spaniard, aſſure your ſelf you ſhall not be 
+ to quit Cydaria for me : 

*Tis dangerous though to treat me in this ſort, 


And to refuſe my Offers, though in ſport. [ Exis. Alm, 
Cort. In what a ſtrange Condition am I left ? ¶ Cort. jy, 


More than I wiſh I have, of all I wiſh bereft! 
In wiſhing nothing, we enjoy ſtill moſt ; 

For even our Wiſh is, in Poſſeſſion, loſt : 
Reſtleſs we wander to a new Deſire, 

And burn our ſelves by blowing up the Fire : 
We toſs and turn about our feveriſh Will, 
When all our Eaſe muſt come by lying ſtill: 
For all the Happineſs Mankind can gain 

Is not in Pleaſure, but m reſt from Pain. 


[ Goes in, and the Scene cloſes upon hin. 


SCENE II. Chamber Royal. 


Enter Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, and Alibech, 


Mont. My Ears are deaf with this impatient Crowd. 

Oam. Their Wants are now grown mutinous and loud: 
The General's taken, but the Siege remains ; 

And their laſt Food our dying Men ſuſtains. 

Guy. One means is only left. I to this Hour 
Have kept the Captive from A/meria's Power; 
And though by your Command ſhe often ſent 
To urge his Doom, do {till his Death prevent. 

Mont. That hope is paſt: Him I have oft affai'd ; 
But neither Threats nor Kindneſs have prevail'd ; 
Hiding our Wants, I offer'd to releaſe 
His Chains, and equally conclude a Peace : 

He fiercely anſwer'd, I had now no way 

But to ſubmit, and without Terms obey : 

J told him, he in Chains demanded more 
Than he impos'd in Victory before: 

He ſullenly reply d, he could not make 

'Theſe Offers now ; Honour muſt give, not take. 

Odm. Twice have I fally'd, and was twice beat back: 
What deſp'rate Courſe remains for us to take * 
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Mont. If either Death or Bondage I muſt chuſe, 
il keep my Freedom, though my Life I loſe. 

Guy. I'll not upbraid you that you once refus'd 
Thos means, you might have then with Honour us'd : 


They know to Conquer beſt, who know to die. 
5 me Mont. and Odm. 
Alib. Ah me, what have I heard! ſtay Guyomar, 
What hope you from this Sally 2 prepare ? 
Guy. A Death, with Honour for my Country's good 
A Death, to which your ſelf defign'd my Blood. 
Alib. You heard, and I well know the Town's Diſtreſs, 
Which Sword and Famine both at once oppreſs: 
Famine ſo fierce, that what's deny'd Man's Uſe, 
Even deadly Plants, and Herbs of pois'nous Juice 
Wild Hunger ſeeks ; and to prolong our Breath, 
We greedily devour our certain Death: 
The Soldier in th* Aſſault of Famine falls: 
And Ghoſts, not Men, are watching on the Walls. 
As Callow Birds —— | 
Whoſe Mother's kill'd in ſeeking of the Prey, 
Cry in their Neſt, and think her Tong away ; 
And at each Leaf that ſtirs, each blaſt of Wind, 
Gape for the Food which they muſt never find : 
So cry tne People in their Miſery. 
Guy. And what Relief can they ex from me? 
Alib. While Montez::ma ſleeps, in the Foe: 
The Captive General your Deſign may know : * 
His noble Heart, to Honour ever true, 
knows how to ſpare as well as to ſubdue. 
Guy. What I have heard I bluſh to hear : And grieve 
Thoſe Words you ſpoke I muſt your Words believe ; 
to do this! I, whom you once thought brave, 
To fell my Country, and my King enſlave ? 
All T have done by one foul Act deface, 
And yield my Right to you by turning Baſe ? 
What more could Odmar wiſh that I ſhould do 
To loſe your Love, than you perſuade me to? 
No, Madam, no, I never can commit | 
A Deed ſo ill, nor can you ſuffer it: 
Tis but to try what Virtue you can find 
Lodg'd in my Soul. 
Aib. 1 plainly ſpeak my Mind; Dear | 
| 


Dear as my Life my Virtue I'll preſerve: 

But Virtue you too ſcrupulouſly ſerve: 

I lov'd not more than now my Country's | 
When for its Service I employ'd your Blogd : 

But things are alter'd, I am till the ſame, 

By different Ways ſtill moving to ane Fame; 
And by diſ-arming you, I now do more 

To fave the Town, than 1. you before. 

Guy. Things good or ill by Circumſtances be, 

In you 'tis Virtue, what is Vice in me. 

Aib. That Ill is pardon'd which does Good ; 
Gay. The Good's uncertain, but the Ill is — 
Alib. When Kings grow ſtubborn, ſlothful, or unyil, 

Each private Man for publick Good ſhould riſe. 
Guy. — heed, fair Maid, how Monarchs you 


ac : 4 

Such Reaſons none but impious Rebels uſe : 
Thoſe who to Empire by dark Paths aſpire, 
Still plead a Call to what they moſt deſire; 
But Kings by free Conſent their Kingdoms take, 
Strict as thoſe ſacred Ties which Nuptials make; 
And whate'er Faults in Princes time reveal, 
None can be Judge where can be no Appeal. 

Alib. In all Debates you plainly let me ſee 
You love your Virtue beſt, but Odmar me: 
Go, your miſtaken Piety purſue : 
Fl: have from him what is deny'd by you; 
With my Commands you ſhall no more be grac'd. . 
Remember, Sir, this trial was your laſt. 

Guy. The Gods inſpire you with a better Mind ; 
Make you more Juſt, and make you then more Kind: 
But though from Virtue's Rules I cannot part, 
Think I deny you with a bleeding Heart: 

"Tis hard with me whatever Choice I make; 
I muſt not merit you, or mult forſake : 
But in this ſtrait, to Honour I'll be true, 
And leave my Fortune to the Gods and you. 
Enter Meſſenger privately. | Ar 

Meg. Now is the time; be aiding to your Fate; Su 
From the Watch-Tower, above the Weſtern-Gate, T} 
I have diſcern'd the Foe ſecurely lye, 
Too proud to fear a beaten Enemy : 
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Their careleſs Chiefs to the cool Grottoes ran, 
The Bowers of Kin , to ſhade them from the Sun. 


Enter Odmar. 

Aub. 1 read ſome welcome Meſlage in his Eye: 
Prince Odmar comes: I'll fee if he'll deny. 
blur, I come to tell you pleaſing News, 
| yd = nyo Brother did refuſe. 

Odm. The both pleaſes me, and grieve me too ; 
For nothing, ſure, ſheuld be deny'd to you : 

But he was bleſt who might com be ; 
You never meant that Happineſs to me. 

Aub. What he refus'd, your Kindneſs might beſtow, 
But my Commands, perhaps, your Burden grow. 

Oda. Could I but live till burdenſome they prove, 
My Life would be immortal as my Love. : 
Your Wiſh, ere it receive a Name, I 

Alb. *Tis to relieve — dying Country's want; 
All hopes of Succour from your Arms is paſt, 

To fave us now you muſt our Ruin haſte ; 
Give up the Town, and to oblige him more, 
The Captive General's Liberty reſtore. 

Odm. You ſpeak to try my Love; can you forgive 
80 ſoon, to let your Brother's Murderer live? 

Alib. Orbellan, though my Brother, did diſgrace, 
With treacherous Deeds, eur mighty Mother's Race ; 
And to revenge his Blood, ſo juſtly ſpilt, - 
What is it leſs than to partake his Guilt ? 

Tho 75 Siſter to Revenge incline, 

| to my try's good my own reſign. | 
Odm. To fave our Lives, our Freedom I betray — 
— Yet ſince I promis'd it, I will obey ; 15 


l not my Shame nor your Commands diſpute; 6 
You ſhall behold your Empire's abſolute. (Exit Odmar. 
Alib. I ſhould have d him for his ſpeedy Grant, 
And yet I know not how, fit words I want : 
dure I am diſtracted in my Mind, 
That Joy this Grant ſhould bring T cannot find: 
The one, denying, vex'd my Soul before ; - 
4. this, obeying/ has rams more : 
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The one, with Grief, and ſlowh did refuſe, 

The other, in his Grant, much haſte did uſe : 

—He us'd too much—and granting me to ſoon, 

H; has the Merit of the Giſt undone : | 

M thought with wondrous eaſe he ſwallow'd down 

His forfeit Honour, to betray the Town : 

My inward Choice was Gxzyomar before, 

But now his Virtue has confirm'd me more 
I rave, I rave, for Odmar will obey, 

And then my Promiſe muſt my Choice betray. 

Fantaſtick Honour, thou haſt fram'd a Toil 

Thy ſelf, to make thy Love thy Virtue's-Spoil. 

| [Exit Alibech, 


E III. 


A pleaſant Grotto diſcover'd: In it a Fountain ſpouting : 
round about it Vaſquez, Pizarro, and other Spaniards 
Hing careliſiy unarm'd, and by them many Indian V. 
men, one of which fings the following Song. 

SRI N ©... 
Ah fading Foy ! how quickly art thou paſt ! 
8 7 Yet we thy Ruin haſte. 
As if the Cares of human Life were few, 
We ſeek out neu. | 


And follbw Fate, aubich would too faßt purjuc. 


See hoau on every Bough the Birds expreſs, 
In their feveet Notes, their Happineſs. 
They all enjoy, and nothing ſpare ; | 
But on their Mother Nature lay their Care : 
Why then ſhould Man, the Lord of all below, 
: Such Troubles chuſe to know, 
As none of all his Subjects undergo ? 
Hark, hark, the Waters, fall, fall, fall, 
And with a — _ 
D daſh, the Ground, © 
FOR we gentle Slumbers call. 

After the Song two Spaniards ariſe and dance a Saraband 
avith Caſtanieta's : At the end of which, Guyomar 
and his Indians enter, and ere the Spaniards can re- 
eover their Swords, [eine them. F 
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Guy. Thoſe whom you took without, in Triumph bring, 
But ſee theſe ſtraight conducted to the King. | 
pix. Vaſquez, what now remains in theſe Extreams # 

Vaſq. Only to wake us from our golden Dreams. 
Piz. Since by our fhameful Conduct we have loſt 
Freedom, Wealth, Honour, which we value moſt, 
[ wiſh they would our Lives a period give : 
They live too long, who Happineſs out: live. 
[Spaniards are led out. 
1 Ind. See, Sir, how quickly your Succeſs is ſpread ; 
The King comes mare" ung in the Army's head. 
Enter Montezuma, Alibech, Odmar diſcontented. 
Mont. Now all the Gods reward and bleſs my Son: 
| [ Embracing. 
Thou haſt this Day thy Father's Youth out-done. | 
Aub. Juſt Heav'n all Happineſs upon him ſhower, 
Till it confeſs its Will beyond its Power. | 
Guy. The Heav'ns are kind, the Gods propitious be, 
only doubt a mortal Deity : 
| neither fought for Conqueſt, ner for Fame, 
Your Love alone can recampence my Flame. 
Alib. I gave my Love to the moſt brave in War; 
But that the King muſt judge. 
Mont. ——"T'is Guyomar. 


[Soldiers ſhout, A Guyomar, c. 
Mont. This Day your Nuptials we will celebrate; 

But guard theſe haughty Captives till their Fate: 

04mar, this Night to keep them be your Care, 

To Morrow for their Sacrifice prepare... 
Alib. Blot not your Conqueſt with your Cruelty. 
Mont. Fate ſays we are not ſafe unleſs they die: 

The Spirit that foretold this happy Day, 

Bid me uſe Caution and, avoid Delay: 

Poſterity be juſter to my Fame; 

Nor call it Murder, when each private Man 

In his Defence may juſtly do the ſame: 

But private Perſons more than Monarchs can: 
All weigh our Acts, and whate' er ſeems unjuſt, 
Impute not to Neceſſity, but Luſt. 

2 Montezuma, Guyomar, and Alib:ch, 

Odm. Loſt and undone ! he had my Father's Voice, 

And Alibech ſeem'd pleas'd with her new Choice: 


O 2 Alas, 


* 
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Alas, it was not new |! too late I ſee, 
Since one ſhe hated, that it muſt be me. 
—— I feel a ſtrange Temptation in my Will 
To do an Action, t at once and ill: 
Virtue ill treated from my Soul is fled; 
I by Revenge and Love am wholly led: 
Yet Conſcience would _ my Rage rebel 
— Conſcience, the fooliſh Pride of doing well ! 
Sink Empire, Father periſh, Brother fall, 
Revenge does more than recompence you all. 
Conduct the Pris'ners in 
Enter Vaſquez, and Pizarro. 
Spaniards, you fee your own deplor'd Eſtate : 
hat dare vey do to reconcile your Fate ? 
2 All that Deſpair, with Courage join'd, can do. 
Oam. An eaſy way to Victory I'll ſhow : | 
When all are buried in their Sleep or Joy, 
I'll give yau Arms, burn, raviſh and deſtroy ; 
For my own ſhare one Beauty I deſign, 
Engage your Honoyr that ſhe ſhall be mine. 
Pix. I gladly Swear. | 
Faſg. —— And I; but I 
That in return, one who has d my Breaſt, 
Whoſe Name I know not, may be given to me. 
Oam. Spaniard tis juſt ; ſhe's yours, whoe er ſhe be. 
Vaſq. Lhe Night comes on: If Fortune bleſs .the bold, 
I poſſeſs the Beauty. . 
Pix. I the Gold. [ Exeunt omnts. 


SCENE IV. A Priſen. 


Cortez diſcovered bound : Almeria talking with him. 
Alm. I come not now your Conſtancy to prove, 
You may believe me when I fay I Love. 
Cort. You have too well inſtructed me before 
In your Intentions, to believe you more. 
Alm. Pm juſtly plagu'd by this your Unbelief, 
And am my ſelf the Cauſe of my own Grief : 
But to beg Love, I cannot ſtoop fo low; 
It is enough that you my Paſſion know ; 
Tis in your Choice; love me, or love me not; 
I have not yet my Brother's Death forgot. 
. [Lays bold on the "an 
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Cart. You menace me and court me in a Breath: 
Your Cupid looks as dreadfully as Death. 
Alm. Your Hopes, without, are vaniſh'd into Smoke : 
Your Captains taken, and your Armies broke. 
Cort. Fn vain you urge me with my Milſeries : 
When Fortune falls, high Courages can riſe. 
Now ſhould I change my Love, it would appear 
Not the effect of Gratitude, but Fear. 
Alm. I'll to the King, and make it my Requeſt, 
Or my Command, * ve may be releaſt ; 
And make you judge, when I have ſet you free, 
Who beſt deſerves your Paſſion, I, or ſhe. 
Cort. You tempt my Faith ſo generous a way, 
As without Guilt might Conſtancy betray : , 
But I'm ſo far from meriting Eſteem, 
That if I judge, I muſt my ſelf condemn ; 
Yet having given my worthleſs Heart before, 
What I «2, ne'er poſſeſs, I will adore ; 
Take my Devotion then this humbler way ; 
Devotion is the Love which Heav'n we pay. 
[ Kifes her Hand. 
Enter Cydaria. ; 


Gb — f I believe my Eyes! what do I foe! 

Is this her Hate to him, his Love to me ! 

'Tis in my Breaſt ſhe ſheaths her Dagger now: 

Falſe Man, is this the Faith? is this the Vow-? [To him. 
Cort. What words, dear Saint, are theſe I hear you uſe? 

What Faith, what Vows are thoſe which you accuſe ? 

Ne More cruel than the Tyger o'er his Spoil ;- 

falſer than the weeping Crocodile: 

Can you add Vanity to Guilt, and take 

A Pride to hear the Conqueſts which you make ? 

Go publiſh your Renown, let it be ſaid 

You have a Woman, and that loy'd, betray'd.. 
Cort. With what Tnjuſtice is my Faith accus'd ? 

Life, Freedom, Empire, I at once refus'd ; 

And would again ten thouſand times for you. | 
Alm, She'll have too great Content to find him true: 

And therefore ſince his Love is not for me, 

Pl! help to make my Rival's Miſery. [ Afede. 

Peniard, I never thought you falſe before: [To him, 

Can you at once two Miſireſſes adore ? | 

| O 3 Keep 
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eep the poor Soul no longer in Suſpence, 

(our Change is ſuch as does not need Defence. 
Cort. Riddles like theſe I cannot underſtand! 
Am. Why ſhou!d you bluſh ? ſhe ſaw you kiſs my Hand. 
Cyd. Fear not, I will, while your firſt Love's deny'd, | 

Favour your Shame, ard turn my Eyes afide ; 

My feeble Hopes in her Deſerts are loſt : 

I. neither can fuch Power nor Beauty boaſt: 

I have no Tie upon you to be true, 

But that which loofen'd yours, my Love to you. 

Cort. Could you have heard my Words 
Cd. Alas, what needs 

To hear your Words, when I beheld your Deeds? 
Cort. What ſhall I fay !. the Fate of Love is ſuch, 

That ſtill it ſees too little or too much. 

That Act of mine, which does your Paſſion move, 

Was but a Mark of my Reſpect, not Love. 

Alm. Vex not your ſelf Excuſes to prepare: 

For one you love not, is not worth your Care. 

Cort. Cruel Almeria, take that Life you gave; 

Since you but worſe deſtroy me, while you ſave. 
Cyd. No, let me die, and I'll my Claim reſign; 

For while I live methinks you ſhould be mine. 

Cort. The bloodieſt Vengeance which ſne could purſue, 

Would be a Trifle to my Foſs of you. 

Cyd. Your Change was wiſe : For had ſhe been deny'd, 

A fi Revenge had follow'd from her Pride : 

You from my gentle Nature had no Fears, 

All my Revenge is only in my Tears. 

Cort. Can you imagine I ſo mean could prove, 

To ſave my Life by changing of my Love? | 
Cyd. Since Death is that which nat'rally we ſhun, 

You did no more than I, perhaps, had done. 

Cort. Make me not doubt, fair Soul, your Conſtancy ; 

You would have dy'd for Love, and ſo would I. 
Alm. You may believe him ; you have ſeen it prov'd. 
Cort. Can I not gain belief how I have lov'd ? 

What can thy ends, malicious Beauty, be : 

Can he who kill'd thy Brother, live for thee ? 

. [A Neiſe of claſbing of Seword:. 

[Vaſquez <vithin, Indians againſt bin. 


Vase. 
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Vaſq. Yield Slaves or die; our Swords ſhall force our 


way. [ Within. 
Ind. We cannot, though o'er-power'd, our ']'ruſt be- 
tra [ Within. 


y. | 
Cort. Tis Vaſquez Voice, he brings me Liberty. 
Vaſq.In ſpight of FateT'll ſet my General free; ¶ Niibin. 
Now Victory for us, the Town's our own. 
Alm. All os of Safety, and of Love are gone : 
As when ſome dreadful Thunder-clap is nigh, 
The winged Fire ſhoots ſwiftly through the Sky, 
Strikes and conſumes, ere ſcarce it does appear, 
And by the ſudden ill, prevents the fear: 
Such is my State in this amazing Woe, 
It kaves no Pow'r to think, much leſs to do. 
—— But ſhall my Rival live, ſhall ſhe enjoy 
That Love in Peace I labour'd to deſtroy ? {Aide 
Cort, Her Looks grow black as a tempeſtuous Wind: 
Some raging Thoughts are rowling in her Mind. 
Alm. Rival, I muit your Jealouſy remove, 
You ſhall, hereafter, be at reſt for Love. 
d. Now you are kind. 
Alm. —— He whom you love is true: 
But he ſhall never be poſſeſt by you. 
[Draws her Dagger, and runs towards her. 
Cort. Hold, hold, ah barbarous Woman ! fly, oh fly ! 
Cyd. Ah pity, pity, is no Succour nigh ! | 
Cort. Run, run behind me, there you may be ſure, 
While I have Life, I will your Life ſecure. 
3 [ Cydaria gets behind him. 
An. On him or thee light Vengeance any where: 
| | She flabs and hurts him. 
— What have I done? I ſee his Blood appear! 
d. It ſtreams, it ſtreams from every vital Part: 
Was there no way but this to find his Heart ? 
Alm. Ah ! curſed Woman, what was my Deſign! 
This Weapon's point ſhall mix that Blood with mine ! 
[ Goes to flab her ſelf, and being within his reach 
he ſnatches the Dagger. 
Cort. Now neither Life nor Death are in your Pow-r.- 
Alm. Then ſullenly I'll wait my fatal Hour. 
Enter Vaſquez and Pizarro with drawn Swords. 
Vas. He Lives, he Lives. 
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Cort. — — Unfetter me with ſp 
Vaſquez, I ſee. you troubled that I bleed: 
Bat 'tis not deep, our Army I can head. 

Vaſq. You to a certain Victory are led; 
Your Men all arm'd, ſtand filently within: 
I with your Freedom did the work begin. 

Piz. What Friends we have, and how wecame ſo ſtrong, 
We'll ſoftly tell you as we march along. | 

Cort. In this fake Place let me ſecure your Fear: 

[To Cydaria, 
No claſhing Swords, no Noiſe can enter here. 
Amidſt our Arms as quiet you fhall be, 
As Halcyons brooding on a Winter Sea. 

Cyd. Leave me not here alone, and full of fright, 
Amidſt the Terrors of a dreadful Night: 

You judge, alas, my Courage by your own, 
I rever durſt in Darkneſs be alone: 
I beg, I throw me humbly at your Feet. | 

Cort. You muſt not go where you may Dangers meet, 
Th'unruly Sword will no Diſtinction make: 

And Beauty will not there give Wounds, but take. 

An. Then ſlay and take me with you; tho' to be 
A Slave to wait upon your Victory. 

My Heart unmov'd can Noiſe and Horrour bear : 
Parting from you is all the Death I fear. 
Cort. Almeria, tis enough I leave you free: 
You neither muſt ſtay here, nor go with me. 

Alm. Then take my Life, that will my Reſt reſtore; 
Tis all I aſk, for ſaving yours before. 

Cort. That were a barbarous Return of Lave. 

Alm. Yet, leaving it, you more inhumane prove. 
In beth Extreams I ſome Relief ſhould find ; 

Oh either hate me more, or be more kind. 

Cort. Life of my Soul, do not my Abſence.mour : 
But chear your Heart in hopes of my return. {7 Cyd. 
Vour noble Father's Life ſhall be my Care; 

And both your Brothers I'm oblig'd to ſpare. 

Cyd. Fate makes you deaf, while I in vain implore, 
My Heart forebedes I ne'er ſhall ſee you more: 
T have but one Requeſt, when I am dead, 

Let not my Rival te your Love ſucceed. 


7 vw 


Cort. 
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Ci. Fate will be kinder than your Fears fore - tell; 


o eager to imploy the cruel Sword ? 
Can you not one, not one laſt Look afford ! _ _ 
Cort. I melt to womaniſh {+7 ra if I tay, - 
I find my Love my Courage wi 3 4 
You Tower will keep you Be, but be {> kind 
To your own Life, that none may entrance find. 
Cyd. Then lead me there He leads her. 
For this one Minute of your Company, r 
I go methinks with ſome content to die. | 
| [Exeunt Cortez, Vaſquez, Pizarro and Cydaria. 
Alm.Farewel, O too much lov'd, ſince lov d in vain! [ Sela. 
What diſmal Fortune does for me remain! 

Night and Deſpair my fatal F ide ; — — 
That Chance may give the Death which he deny d [ Fxit. 
Cortez, Vaſquez, Pizarro, and Spaniards return again. 
Cort. All I hold dear, I truſt to your Defence, Te Piz. 
Guard her, and on your Life, remove not hence. | 


[Exeunt Cortez and Vaſquez. 
Pix. I'll venture that 


The Gods are good; I'll leave her to their Care, 
Steal from my Poſt, and in the Plunder ſhare.. [Ex . 
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SCENE, 4 Chamber Royal, an Indian Hammeck 
| diſcover d mn. 


Enter Odmar avith Soldiers, Guyomar and Alikechi bound. 
* is. more juſt than you to my Deſert, 
And in this Act you blame, Heàv'n takes my Part. 
Cuy. Can. there be Gods, and no Revenge provide ? 
Odm. The Gods are ever of the Conquering fide : 
She's now my Queen,, the Spaniards have agreed 
I to my Father's Empire ſhall.ſucceed. 
Aub How much I Crowns contemn, I let thee fee, 
Chuſing the younger, and refuſing thee. 
34 : Os | Cay. 
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Guy. Were ſhe Ambitious, ' ſhe'd diſdain to own 
The Pageant Pomp of ſuch a ſervile Throne; 

A Throne which thou by Parricide'doſt gain, 
And by a baſe Submiſſion muſt retain. 

Alib. I lov'd thee not before ; but Odmar, know 
That now I hate thee, and deſpiſe thee too. 

Odm. With too much Violence you Crimes purſue, 
Which if I acted, *twas for Love of you: | 
This, if it teach not Love, may teach you Fear: 

I brought not Sin ſo far, to ſtop it here. 

Death in a Lover's Mouth would ſound but ill: 

But know, I either muſt enjoy, or kill, 

Alb. Beſtow, baſe Man, thy idle Threats elſewhere, 
My Mother's Daughter knows not' how to fear. 
Since, Guyomar, I muſt not be thy Bride 

Death ſhall enjoy what is to thee deny'd. 

Odm. Then take thy Wiſh 

Guy. Hold, Odmar, hold: 
My Right in Alibech I will reſign ; 

Rather than ſee her Die, I'll ſee her thine. 
Alb. In vain thou would'ſt reſign, for I will be, 
Ev'n when thou leav'ſt me, Conſtant ſtill to thee : 
That ſhall not ſave my Life: Wilt thou appear 
Fearful for her, who for her ſelf wants Fear ? 

Odm, Her Love to him ſhows me a ſurer way: 

I by her Love her Virtue muſt betray : [ Afide. 
Since, Alibech, you are ſo true a Wife; [To her. 
*Tis in your Power to ſave your Huſband's Life: 
The Gods, by me, your Love and Virtue try: 

For both will ſuffer 1 you let him die. 

Alib. I never can believe you will proceed 
To ſuch a black and execrable Deed. 

Odm. I only threatned you; but could not prove 
So much a Fool to murder what I love: 

But in his Death I ſome advantage fee : 
Worſe than it is I'm ſure it cannot be. 
If you conſent, you with that gentle Breath 
Preferve his Life: If not, behold his Death. 
[ Hold his Sword to his Breaft, 
Alib. What ſhall I do! 
Guy. What are your Thoughts at ſtrife 


About a Ranſom to preſerve my Life? 
We” | Though 
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Though to ſave yours I did my Intereſt give, 
Think not when you were his, I meant to live. 
Alb. O let him be preſerv'd by any way: 
But name not the foul Price which 1 muſt pay. [ Ze Odm. 
04m. You would, and would not, I'll no longer ſtay. 
[Offers again to kill him. 
Alb. I yield, I yield; but yet ere I am ill, 
An innocent Defire I would fulfil : 
With Guyomar I one chaſte Kiſs would leave, 
The firſt and laſt he ever can receive. 
Odm. Have what you aſk : That Minute you agree 
To my Deſires, your Huſband ſhall be free. 
[They unbind her, ſhe goes to her Huſband 
Guy. No, Alibech, we never mult Embrace.. 
| He turns from hey. 
Your guilty Kindneſs why do you mil-place ? 
Tis meant te him, he is your private Choice; 
I was made yours but by the publick Voice. 
And now you leave me with a poor Pretence, 
That your ill Act is for my Life's Defence. 
Alib. Since there remains no other means to try, 
Think I am falſe ; I cannot ſee you die. 
Guy. To give for me both Life and Honour too, 
Is more, perhaps, than I could give for you. 
You have done much to cure my Jealouly, - 
But cannot perfect it unleſs both die 
For ſince both cannot live, who ſtays behind | 
Muſt be thought fearful, or what's worſe, . uhkind. 
Alib. I never could propoſe that Death you chuſe; 
But am, like you, too jealous to refuſe. [Embracing him. 
Together dying, we together ſhow 
That both did pay that Faith which both did owe. 
Odm. It then remains I act my own Defign : 
Have you your Wills, but I will firſt have mine. 


Aſſiſt me, Soldiers 
[ They go to bind her: She cries out. 


Enter Vaſquez, and two Spaniards. 
Fa/z. Hold, Odmar, hold, I come in happy time 
To hinder my Misfortune, and your Crime. 
Ozm. You ill return the Kindneſs I have ſhown. 
Vaſq. Indian, I ſay deſiſt. 
Oan. Spaniard, be gone. 


Vaſq. 
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Vafq. This Lady I did for my ſelf deſign : 
Dare you attempt her Honour who is mine? 
Odm. You're much miſtaken ; this is ſhe whom [ 

Did with my Father's Loſs, and Country's buy: 
She whom your Promiſe did to me convey, 
When all things elſe were made your common Prey, 
Va. That Promiſe made, excepted one for me ; 
One whom I till reſerv'd, and this is ſhe. i 
Odm. This is not ſhe, you cannot be ſo. baſe. 
Yaſq. I love too deeply te miſtake the Face: 
The Vanquiſh'd muſt receive the Victor's Laws. 
Odm. It I am Vanquiſh'd, I my ſelf am Cauſe. 
Yaſq. Then thank your ſelf for what you undergo, 
Odm. Thus lawleſs Might does Juſtice overthrow, 
Faß. Traytors, like you, ſhould never Juſtice name. 
Oam. You owe your 1 that Traytor's ſhame. 
But to your General I'll my Right refer. 
FYaſg. He never will protect a Raviſher : 
His generous Heart will ſoon decide our Strife; 
He to your Brother will reſtore his Wife. 
It reſts we two our Claim in Combat try, 
And that with this fair Prize the Victor fly. 
4 perplext 
cannot to be lon ; 
Conqueſt is my firſt Wiſh: and Death my next. 
fight, the Spaniards and Indians fight. 
Alb. The Gods the Wicked by themſelves o erthrow: 
All sght againſt us now, and for us too! 
Wy” FUnbinds her Huſband. 
{The two Spaniards and three Indians kill each other, Val 
guez illi Odmar, Guyomar run to his Brother's Sæuord. 
Faſq.Naw you are mine; my greateſt Foe is ſlain. [ToAl, 
Guy. A greater ftill to Vanquiſh does remain. 
Vaſg. Another yet ! | | 
The Wounds I make, but ſow new Enemies: ; 
Which from their Blood, like Earth-born Brethren rife. 
Guy. Spaniard take Breath: Same reſpite I'll afford, 
My Cauſe is more Advantage than your Sword. 
Va 'Theu art fo brave it with Honour be, 
Pd — thy Friendſhip more than Victory. 
Gry. Friendſhip with him whoſe Hand did Odmar kill! 
Baſe as be was, be was my Brother fill : 
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And ſince his Blood has waſh'd away his Guilt, 
Nature aſks thine for that which thou haſt ſpilt. 
(77 fight a little and breathe, Alibech taker up 


and comes on. 


5. M Weakneſs may help ſomething in the Strife. 
Guy. Eh not my Honcur, to preferve my Like 
nap bes. 


Rather than by thy Aid TIC 


To os N ſirvm 
goes bac ſabe oguin, Valques El. 

g. Now, Sale Jy , and thou ſhalt live. 

Vaſſ. Nn 

My Breath goes out, and I am now no more ; 
Yet her I lov'd, in Death I will adore. [Diez. 
Guy. Come, Alibech, let us from hence remove. 
This is a Night of Horror, not of Love. 
The V 4 Crying. and the Vids; 

ictors 

He a n Mtn Aer fy; | . 
And ſuccour both, or in their ruin die [Excunt. 


SCENE II. 4 Prifoe. 
Montezuma, Indian High Prieff, ; Pizarro, Spaniards 
_ with Swords drawn, « Chriftian Pricf. 
k Piz. Thou haſt not yet diſcover'd all thy Store. 
E 
du, 5 
: . Priefi. 2 — juſtifies 
His own Goch — — 
f How wickedly he has refus d his Wealth, 
And hid his Gold, from Chriſtian Hands, by ſtealth: 
Down with him, kill him, merit Heav'n thereby. 
| fad. High Pr. Can Heav'n be Author of ſuch Cruelty ? 
Pix. Since neither Threats nor Kindneſs will prevail, 
We muſt b br our Minds aſſail; 
Faften the em at their length, 
And pal the ff itned Cords with all your ſtrength. 
(hg ſoften en them to the Rack, and then 
Mane. The Gods, who made me once a King, 
1 fill am worthy to-.continue fo : 


7 


them. 
know 


Tho” 
—_ 4 
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Tho' now the Subject of your Tyranny, 
I'll plague you worſe than you can puniſh me. 
Know I have Gold, which you ſhall never find, 
No Pains, no Tortures ſhall' unlock my Mind. 
Chr. Py. Pull harder yet ; he does not feel the Rack. 
Mont. Pull *till my Veins break, and my Sinews crack. 
Ind. High Pr. When will you end your barb'rous Cruel. 


I beg not to eſcape, I beg to die. ? 
Mont. Shame on thy Prieſthood that ſuch pnyn! dn 
Is it not brave to ſuffer with thy King ? bring: 


When Monarchs ſuffer, Gods themſelves bear part; Ws 
Then well may'ſt thou, who but my Vaſſal art: 
I charge thee, dare not groan, nor ſhew one ſign, 
Thou at thy Torments doſt the leaſt repine. 
Ind. High Pr. You took an Oath, when you receiyd 
your Crown, = 
The Heav'ns ſhould pour their uſual Bleſſings down; 
The Sun ſhould ſhine, the Earth its Fruits produce, 
And nought be wanting to your Subjects 4 | 
Yet we with Famine were oppreſt, and now 
Muſt to the Yoke of cruel Maſters bow. 
Mont. If thoſe above, who made the World, could be 
Forgetful of it, why then blam'ſt thou me? (light 
Chr. Pr. Thoſe Pains, O Prince, thou ſuffereſt now are 
Compar'd to thoſe, which when thy Soul takes flight, 
Immortal, endleſs, thou muſt then endure, 
Which Death begins, and Time can never cure. 
Mont. Thou art deceiv'd : for whenſoe'er I die, 
'The Sun, my Father, bears my Soul on high : 
He lets me down a Beam, and mounted there, 
He draws it back, and pulls me through the Air : 
I in the Eaſtern Parts, and riſing Sky, 
You in Heav'n's downfal, and the Weſt muſt lie. 
Chr. Pr. Fond Man, by Heathen Ignorance miſ-led, 
Thy Soul deſtroying when thy Body's dead: 
Change yet thy Faith, and buy eternal Reſt. 
Ind. High Pr. Die in your own, for our Belief is beſt. 
Mont. In ſeeking Happineſs you both agree, 
But in the Search, the Paths ſo different be, 
That all Religions with each other fight, 
While only one can lead us in the Right. 
But till that one hath ſome more certain Mark, 


Poor human Kind muſt wander in the Dark ; 
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And ſuffer Pain; eternally below, 
For that, which here we cannot come to know. 
Chr. Pr. That which we worſhip,and which you believe, 
From Nature's common Hand we both receive: 
All under various Names, Adore and Love 
One Power Immenſe, which ever rules above. 
Vice to abhor, and Virtue to purſue, 
s both beljev'd and taught by us and you: 
Bat here our Worſhip takes another way — = 
Mont. W here. both agree, 'tis there moſt ſafe to ſtay : 
For what's more vain than publick Light to ſhun, 
And ſet up Tapers while we ſee the Sun! p 
Chr. Pr. Though Nature teaches whom we ſhould adore, 
By Heav'nly Beams we ftill diſcover more. 
Mont. Or this muſt be enough, or to Mankind 
One equal way to Bliſs is not Sefign'd ; 
For though ſome more may know, and ſome know lefs, 
Yet all muſt know enough for Happineſs. 
| Chr. Pr. If in this middle way you ſtill pretend 
To ſtay, = Journey never will have end. | 
Mont. Howe'er tis better in the midſt to ſtay, 
Than wander farther in uncertain way. 
Chr. Pr. But we by Martyrdom our Faith ayow. 
Mont. You do no more than I for ours do now. 
To prove Religion true 
If either Wit or Sufferings would ſuffice, 
All Faiths afford the Conſtant and the Wile : 
And yet ev'n they, by Education ſway'd, 
In Age defend what Infancy obey d. 
Chr. Pr. Since Age by erring Child-hood is miſle, 
Refer your ſelf to our un-erring Head. 
Mont. Man, and not Err! what Reaſon can you give ? 
Chr. Pr. Renounce that carnal Reaſon, and believe. 
Ment. The Light of Nature ſhould I thus betray, 
Twere to wink hard that I might ſee the Day. 
Chr. Pr. Condemn not yet the way you do not know: 
TI make your Reaſon judge what way to go. 
Ment. Tis much too late for me new ways to take, 
Who have but one ſhort Step of Life to make. 
Pix. Increaſe their Pains, the Cords are yet too ſlack. 
Chr. Pr. I muſt by force convert him on the Rack. 


Ind. 
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Ind. High Pr. I faint away, and find I can no more 
Give kan, O King. I may reveal thy Store, "OY 
And free my ſelf from Pains I cannot bear. | 
Mont. Think'f thou I lye on Beds of Roſes here, 
Or in a wanton Bath ſtretch'd at my Eaſe ? 

Die, Slave, and with thee die ſuch Thoughts as theſe. 
[High Prieft turns afide and tin, 

Eater Cortez. attended by Spaniards, he ſpeaks entring, 

Cort. On Pain of „Kill none but thoſe who fight; 
F much t me of this bloody Night : 

"Slaughter grows Murder when it goes too far, 

And makes a Maſſacre what was a War: 

Sheath all your Weapons, and in Silence move, 

Tis ſacred here to Beauty, and to Love. 

Ha [Sees Mont. 


What diſmal Sight is this, which takes from me 
All the Delight that waits on Victory! 

[Runs to take him of the Rack, 
Make hafte : How now, Religion, do you ? 
Haſte, holy Avarice, and help him down. 
Ah Father, Father, what do 1 endure [ Embracing Mont, 
To ſee theſe Wounds my Pity cannot cure 

Mont. Am I fo low ſhould Pity bring, 
3 nigh rt to a King? 

Aſc „if I have once unmanly groan'd ; 
Or ought have done deſerving to be moan'd. 

Cort. Did I not charge thou ſhould" not ſtir from 

hence ? [To Pu. 
But Martial Law ſhall puniſh thy Offence. 
And you, [Te the Chriſtian Priil. 
Who fawcily teack Monarchs to obey, 
And the wide World in narrow Cloyſters ſway ; 
Set up by Kings as humble Aids of Power, 7 
You that which bred you, Viper-Hke devour, 
You Enemies of Crowns 
Cr. Pr. —— Come, let's away, 
We but provoke his Fury by our Stay. 

Core. If this go free, farewel that Diſcipline 
Which did in Sparif Camps ſeverely ſhine : 
Accurſed Gold, tis thou caus'd theſe Crimes; 
| hou turn' ſt our Steel againſt thy parent Climes * 


rr 


The IW DIAN EMPEROR. 205 


into Spain wilt fatally be brought, 
A the Price of Blood thou here art bought. 
Exeunt Priefl and Pizarro. 
{ Cortez kneels by Montezuma, and aweeps. 
Cort. Can you forget thoſe Crimes they did commit? 
Ment. I'll do what for my Dignity is fit: 
Riſe, Sir, I'm fatisfy'd the Fault was theirs : 
Truſt me you make me weep to ſee your Tears : 
Muſt I chear you? | 
Cort. Ah Heav'ns ! 
Ment. You're much to blame; 
Your Grief is cruel, for it ſhews my Shame, 
Does my loſt Crown to my Remembrance bring : 
But weep not you, and I'll be till a King. 
You have forgot, that I your Death deſign'd, 
To fatisfie the Proud Almeria's Mind: 
You, who preſerv'd ” Life, I doom'd to die. | 
Cort. Your Love did that, and not your Cruelty. 
Enter a Spaniard. 
San. Prince Guyomar the Combat ſtill maintains, 
Our Men retreat, and he their Ground regains ; 
But once incourag'd by our General's fig] 
We boldly ſhould renew the doubtful Fight. | 
Cort. Remove not hence, you ſhall not long attend: 


[To 
I'll aid 2 ems yet p my Friend. 
Mont. Excellent Mann [Exit Cortez, &c. 


But I, by living poorly take the Way 
To injure G „ Which I cannot pay. 
Enter Almeria. : | 

Alm. Ruin and Death run arm'd through every Street; 
And yet that Fate I ſeek, I cannot meet: 
What Guards Misfortunes are and Miſery ! 
Death that ſtrikes all, yet ſeems afraid of me. 

Mont. Almeria here Oh turn away your Face! 
Muſt you be Witneſs too of my Diſgrace? 

Alm. I am not that Almeria whom you knew, 
But want that Pity I deny'd to yon: 
Your Conqueror, alas, has vanquiſh'd me ; 
but he refuſes his own Victory: 
While all are Captives in your 'd State, 
Lind a Freedom in his Hate. 
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Mont. Could'ft thou thy Love on one who ſcorn'd ther 
He ſaw not with my Eyes who could refuſe: _. [loſe } 
Him who could prove ſo much unkind to thee, 
I ne'er will ſuffer to be kind to me. 4 

Alm. I am content in Death to ſhare your Fate; | 
And die for him I love with him I hate: Hl 

Ment. What ſhall I do in this perplexing Streight! 
My tortur'd Limbs refufe to bear my Weight; 

: LZ N walk, not being all, 
I cannot go to Death to ſet me free: 
Death muſt be kind, and come himſelf to me. 
Alm. I've thought upon't : I have Affairs below, 


| (Alm. mu, 

Which I muſt needs difpatch before I go : 
Sir, I have found a Place where you may be, [Tz hin, 
(Though not preſerv'd) yet like a King die free; 
'The General left your Daughter in the Tower, 
We may a while reſiſt the Spaniards Power, 
If Guyomar prevail. | . 

Mont. Make haſte and call ; 
- She'll hear your Voice, and anſwer from the Wall. 

Alm. My Voice ſhe knows and fears, but uſe your own, 
And to gain Entrance, feign you are alone. [Alm. eps bi 


2 


— — 222 


Mant. Cydaria ! hind, 
Alm. Louder. 

Mont. Daughter ! 
Alm. Louder yet. h 


Mont. Thou canſt not, ſure, thy Father's Voice forget. 
[ He knocks at the Door, at lat Cydaria looks over 
the Balcony. | 
Cyd. Since my Love went, I have been frighted ſo, 
With diſmal Groans, and Noiſes from below ; 
J durſt not ſend my Eyes abroad, for fear 
Of ſeeing Dangers, which I yet but hear. 
Mont. Cydaria! 
Cyd. Sure, tis my Father calls. 
Mont. Dear Child, make haſte ; 
All hope of Succour, but from thee is — 
As when upon the Sands, the Traveller 
Sees the high Sea come rolling from afar, 
The Land grow ſhort, he mends his r 
While Death behind him covers all the Place: 
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& I by ſwift Misfortunes am purſu'd, 

Which on each other are like Waves renew'd. 

Od. Are you alone? | 

N —— 1am. 

Heav'n did you here for both our Safeties ſend. 
[Cydaria deſcends and opens the Door, Almeria ruſhes 
betwixt with Montezuma. 

Cya. Almeria here] then I am loſt again. [ Both thruft. 

Alm. Yield to my Strength, you ftruggle but in vain. 
Make haſte and ſhut, our Enemies appear. 

Cortez and Spaniards appear at the other end. 

Od. Then do you enter, and let me ſtay here. ; 

[45 ſve ſpeaks, Almeria—over powers her, thrufis 
her in, and ſhuts. 

Cort. Sure I both heard her Voice, and ſaw her Face, 
She's like a Viſion vaniſh'd from the Place. 

Too late I find my Abſence was too long | 
My Hopes grow ſickly, and my Fears grow frong. 
[ He knocks a little, then Montezuma, Cycarm and 
Almeria ar above . 

Alm. Look up, look up, and fee if yon enn know 
Thoſe, whom in vain you think to find below. 

Od. Look up, and ſee Cydaria's loſt Eſtate. 

Mont. And caſt one Look on Montezuma's Fate. 

Cort. Speak not ſuch diſmal Words as wound my Ear : 
Nor name Death to me, when Cydaria's there. 

Deſpair not, Sir; who knows but Conquering Spain 
May part of what you loſt reſtore again? 

Mont. No, Spaniard ; know, he who to Empire born, 
Lives to be leis, deſerves the Victor's Scorn : | 
Kings and their Crowns have bat one Deſtiny : 

Power is their Life; when that expires, they die. 
Od. What dreadful Words are theſe ! 
Mont. Name Life no more; 
Tis pow a Torture worſe than all I bore: 
I'll not be brib'd to ſuffer Life, but die, 
In ſpight of your miſtaken Clemency. 
I was your Slave, and 1 was us'd like one; 
The Shame continues when the — ne: 
But I'm a King while this is in m — [ His Sævord. 
He wants no Subjects, who can = command : 
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You ſhould have ty'd him up; thave conquer d me; 
But he's ſtill mine, and thus he ſets me free. ¶ S abs bini 
Cyd. Oh my dear Father! 
Alm. When that is forc'd, there yet remain two more. 
[The Soldiers break open the firfl Door, and grin 
We fhall have time enough to take our Way, 
Ere any can our fatal Journey ſtay. 

Mont. Already mine is paſt : O Pow'rs divine, 
Take my laſt Thanks: no longer I repine : | 
J might have liv'd my own Mii-haps to mourn 
While ſome would Pity me, but more would Scorn! 
For Pity only on freſh Objects ſtays, 

But with the tedious Sight of Woes decays. 
boſlin Spirits flow; 


's more than to deſtroy 
innocent as I. 
thy cruel thirſt of Blood, 

Ah barb'rous Woman ? Woman ! that's too goed, 

Too mild for thee.: There's Pity in that Name, 

But thou haſt loſt thy Pity, with thy Shame. 

Alm. Your cruel Words have pierc'd me to the Heart; 

But on my Rival I'll revenge my Smart. 

Cort. Oh ſtay your Hand, and to redeem my Fault, 

I'll ſpeak the kindeſt Words 

That Tongve Cer utter'd, or that Heart e'er thought. 

Dear — Lovely —— Sweet —— 

Alm. This but offends me more ; 

You act your Kindneſs on Cydaria's Score. 
Cyd. For his dear ſake let me my Life receive. 
Aim. Fool, for his fake alone you muſt not live: 

Revenge is now my oy; he's not for me, 

And I'll make ſure he ne'er ſhall be for thee. 

Gd. But what's my Crime? | 
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I going in hafle. 
Stay, Spaniard, ſtay, i 
S ght, ſhe dies. 


To look on you Pll grant a 28 


and W dba th 
3 l. Tua we, I urder either way. 

Cyd. in ew be — — 
My ripening Hopes, chat are fo near 


jut approach to all I would poſſeſs : | 


ed Tree Dan 

if Death's a pain, it is not leſs to me: 

nad if "tis nothing, *tis no more to thee. 

t hark! the Noiſe increaſes from behind, 

r near, and may what I deſign : 

Take there a Rival's — [Stabs ber. 
Cort. Perdition ſeize thee for ſo black a Deed. 

4in. Blame not an Act which did from Love 

thus Revenge thee with this fatal Blow; 


and fair, and let my Heart-blood on thee flow. 
hy Stay Life, and keep me in the chearful Light; 
© is too black, and dwells in too much Night. 


Cort. O make your Gift more fall, and let her live: 


[Stabs her jeff. 
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Thou leav'ſt me, Life, but Love ſupplies thy Part, 

And keeps me warm by lingring in my Heart: 

Yet dying for him, I thy Claim remove; 

How dear it Coſts to conquer in my Love! 

Now ſtrike : That Thought, I hope, will arm my Breag 
Alm. Ah with what differing Paſſions am I preſt! 
Cyd. Death, when far off, did terrible appear ; 

But looks leſs dreadful as he comes more near, U 
Alm. O Rival, I have loſt the Power to kill ; 

Strength hath forſook my Arm, and Rage my Will: 

I muſt ſurmount that Love which thou haſt ſhown : p 

Dying for him is due to me alone., .. 

Thy Weakneſs ſhall not boaſt the Victory, 

Now thou ſhalt live, and dead I'll conquer thee : 

Soldiers, aſſiſt me down. | 

[ Exeupt from above led by Soldiers, and enter bath 
hed by Core. : 

Cort. Is there no Danger then? [To Cydaria, 
Cyd. ——— You need not fear * 
My Wound, I cannot die when you are near. f 
Cort. Vou for my ſake Life to Cydaria give; [To Alm. 
And I could die for you, if you might live. 4 
Alm. Enough, I die content, now you are kind; 

Kill'd in my Limbe, reviving in my Mind: 

Come near, Cyderia, and forgive my Crime. 

= „  [Cydaria „arts ball. 

You need not fear my Rage a ſecond time: 

I'll bathe your Wounds in 'Tgars for my Offence. | 

That Hand which made it, makes this Recompence. 

wy [ Ready to Join their Hand. hy 

I would have join'd you, but my Heart's too high: 0 

You will, too ſoon, poſſeſs him when I die. | 
Cort. She faints, O ſoftly ſet her down. 

Alm. —— Tis paſt! 
In thy lov'd Boſom let me breathe my laſt. 
Here in this ene ſhort Moment that I live, 
I have whate'er the longeſt Life could give — [ Dia. 
Cort. Farewel, thou generous Maid: Ev'n Victor, 
Glad as it is, muſt lend ſome Tears to thee ; 
Many I dare not ſhed, left you believe [To Cydaru, 
J Joy in you leſs than for her I Grieve. 


wy 55 — — 
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q. But are you ſure ſhe's dead ? 
7 muſt embrace you fait, before I know 
Whether my Lite be yet ſecure or no :. 
dome other Hour I will to Tears allow; 
But having you, can ſhew no Sorrow now. 
Enter Guyomar and Alibech bound, with Soldiers. 
Cort. Prince Guyomar in Bonds! O Friendſhip's Shame 
ſt makes me bluſh to own a Victor's Name. 
[Unbinds him, Cydaria, Alibech. 
Cyd. See, Alibech, Almeria lies there: © 
But do not think twas I that murder'd her. 


[Alibech 4neels and &i//es her dead Sifter, 


Cort. Live, and enjoy more than your Conqueror : 
| [To Guyomar, 
Take all my Love, and ſhare in all my Power.. 
Guy. Think me not proudly rude, if I forſake 
moe Gifts I cannot with my Honour take: 
I for my Country fought, and would again, 
Had I yet left a Country to maintain: 
But ſince the Gods decreed it otherwiſe, 
never will on its dear Ruins riſe. 
Alb. Of all your Goodneſs leaves to our diſpoſe, 
Our Liberty's the only Gift we chuſe: 
lbſence alone can make our Sorrows leſs ; 
Ind not to ſee what we can ne'er redreſs. 
Gy. Northward, beyond the Mountains we will go, 
here Rocks lie cover'd with eternal Snow, * 
hun Herbage in the Plains and fruitleſs Fields, 
ae Sand no Gold, the Mine no Silver yields: 
here Love and Freedom we'll in Peace enjoy ; 
No Spaniards will that Colony deſtroy. 
e to our ſelves will all our Wiſhes grant; 
nd nothing coveting can nothing want. 
Cort. Firſt your great Father's Funeral Pomp provide: 
lat done, in Peace your generous Exiles guide; 
ile I loud Thanks pay to the Powers above, 
Tuns doubly Bleſt, with Conqueſt, and with Love. 
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af, for the Ladies, "tis A llo's Will, 


EPILOGUE 
By a Mz=cvar. 


O all and fingular in this full Meeting, 
T Ladies and Gallants, Plabes fend; ye gretting. 
To all his Sons by <uhat@ er Tithe known, 

Whether of Court, or Coffee-houſe, or Town ; 
From his moſt mighty Sons, whoſe Con 

Tr ylac'd in Sound, and humble Senſe, 

Ew'n to his litile Infants of the Time, 

Who «write new Songs, and traf in Tune and Rhynt: 
Bet known that Phœbus (being daily griev d 


: To ſee good Plays condenen'd, and bad receiv d,) 


Ordains, udement upon every Cauſe, 
Henteforth, be limited by wholeſome 2.2 
He f thinks fit no Sonnetteer advance 

His e, farther than the or Dance. 
Your Wit Burleſque may one as igher climb, 
Aud in his Sphere may judge all Doggrel Rhyme : 
Al] Proves, and Moves, and Loves, and Honoxrs tw : 
All that _ high Senſe, and ſcarce is low. 

Hs for the Coffee-wits be ſays not much, 

ö _— Bus neſs is to Damn the Dutch: 
For the great Dons of Wit —— 

Phcoebus gives them full Privilege alone 
To Damn all others, and cry up their own. 


e have thought it fit, 


